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. Fer * * SR, i the World hat 
are more diflif'd for being univerſal; and the Raa. 


| fon is, that tbey very ſeldom fit the" Perſons" they acre 


made for + But I hope to avoid the common Obliquy in'this | 
Dena y Jaying aſide the Poet in. every thing: but be 
matick-Decorum of ſuiting my Card&te to the'Plr for. 

Fim the Part 'of Mirabel in this Play, aud another 
PS re in one of my former, People are x: Ming to c. 
Plemeut my Performance in drertving a gay, l 
nerous, eaſy, fine young Gentleman. My Genius, I u 
confeſs, has a bent to that kind "of Deſcr pries 
Feneration for you, Sir, may paſs ? for unqueſtionable, fenck 
zn all 1hiſe: happy Accompliſhments you come % va mD 
darling Character, abating Bis" Inronflancy. „ RN 

What an unſpealable Blſhng is. Youth: an Fortune, 
when a happy Und:rftanding comes in, to moderate the 
Deſires of the firſt, and to refine apon the Advantages of 
the latter; .achen à Gentleman is Maſter of all Plec fares, 
but a Slave te none; *who® has travelld not for the u- 
riofity of the Sight, but for the Improvement of the Mind's 
Eye; aud abo returns falliof. every thing but himſelf == 7 
An Author might ſay a great deal more, but a Ts ic ud, dir, 
nay, an Knemy muſt allow you this. 

7 fhall here, Sir, meet with twe Obſtacles, your Mode» 
fly, and your Senſe; the firft, as a Cenſor upon the Subjecł, 
the ſecond, as a Critick upon the Style: But I am obſtt- 
ngte,in my Purpoſe, and will maintain what I ſay to the 
laſt drop of ny Pen; which 1 may the more boldly under. 
take, Recs all the Werld on my Side; nay, { baue your | 
A 2 vity Þ 
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; 4 * The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
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very elf againſt you ; ; for declini ng to hear 55 your 2 2 
Merit, your Friends are authorix d the more to proclaim 
11. 

Your Generoſfity and Eaſineſs of Temper is not only ob- 
vious in your common Aﬀairs and Converſation, but more 
plainly evident in your darling Amuſement, that Opener 
and Dilater of the Mind, Muſick ; ——»——— From your 
Affection for this deli ghtful Study, we may deduce the 
pleaſing Harmony that is apparent in all your Actions; 
and be aſſur d, Sir, that a Per fon muft be pofeſs'd of a 
very divine Soul, who is fo much in lows with the E aer. 
me- of Angels. | 

From your Encouragement of Muſick, if there be any 
Poetry bere, it has a Claim, by the Right of Kindred, to 
your Favour. and Affection, 7; ou were pleas'd to bonexr 
the Repreſentation of this Play with. your Appearance at 
feveral times, ⁊ubich flatter d my Hopes that there might 
be ſomething in it which pour Good. nature might excuſe. 
With the Honour ] here intend for myſelf, I likewiſe con- 
Fut the Interefl of my Nation, by ſpewing a Perſon that 
is ſo much a Reputation and Credit to my Country. Be- 
fades all this, I was willing to make a handſome Comple- 
ment to the Place of ny Pupilage, by informing the World 
that fo fine a Gentleman had the Seeds of his E ducation 
* 16% by R. and bt the ſame time with, 


LO OI 
+ + ©. Your moſt Faithful, ard 
| Moſt Humble Servant; 


S. FARQUuHAR, 


P RE. 


PR E F AC E. 


O give you the Hiſtory of this Play, would but 
cauſe the Reader and the Writer a Trouble to no 
Purpoſe; I ſhall only ſay, that I took the Hint from 
Fleteber's Wild-Geooſe Chaſe ; and to thoſe who ſay that 
J have ſpoil'd the Original, I wiſh no other Injury but 
that they would ſay it again. 

As to the Succeſs of it, I think 'tis but a kind of 
Cremona Buſineſs, I have neither Loſt, nor Won, I 
puſhed fairly, but the French were prepoſleſs'd, and the 
Charms of Ga/lick Heels were too hard for an Englifs 
Brain ; but I am proud to own, that I have laid my 
Head at the Ladies Feet. 'The Favour was unav oidable, 
for we are a Nation ſo very fond of improving oue 
Underſtanding, that the Inſtruction of a Play does na 
good, when it comes in Competition with the Moral of 
a Minute. Pliny tell us, in his Natural Hiftory, of Fle- 
pbands that were taught to dance on the Ropes ; if this 
could be made practicable now, what a Number of Sas- 
ſcriptions might be had to bring the Great Mogul out of 
Fleet. ſtrect, and make him dance between the Acts 
I remember, that about two Years ago, I had a Gen- 
tleman from France * that brought the Play-houſe ſome 
fifty Audiences in five Months; then why ſhou!d I be 
ſurpriz'd to find a French Lady do as much? Tis the 
prettieſt way in the World of deſpiſing the French King, 
to let him ſee that we can afford Money to bribe away 
his Dancers, when he, poor Man, has exhauſted all hi 


Stock, in buying ſome pitiful Towns and Principalitie® : | 


Cum 2 aliis, What can be a greater Complement 
to our generous Nation, than to have the Lady upon 
her Re-tour to Paris, boaſt of her ſplendid Entertain- 
ment in England, of the e . and 


* Conflant Far : 9 
A 3 Good- 


——— 


801 nature of a People, that thronged bet Houſe | ts 
full, that ſhe had not room to ſtick a Pin; and left a 
poor Fellow, that had the Misfortupe of being on of 
themfelves, without one Farthing for half a Vear'sÞ 8 Yus 
that he had taken for their Entertainment? 

There were, ſome Gentlemen in the Pit the firft 
Night, that took the Hint from the Prologue to damn 
the Play; but they made ſuch a Noiſe in the Execn- 
tion, that the People took the Outcry for a Reprieve ; 
fo that the darling Miſchief was over-laid by their over- 
fondneſs of the Changeling :* Tis ſomewhat hard, that 
Gentlemen ſhould. debaſe themſelves into a Faction of a 
dozen, to ftab a fingle Perſon,” who never had the Reſo- 
lution to face two Men at a time; if he has had the Mis: 
fortune of any Miſunderſtinding with a particular Perſon, 
he has had a particular Perſon to anſwer it: But theſe 
Sparks wou'd be remarkable in their Reſentment; and if 
any body falls under their Diſpleafure, they ſcorn to call 
him to a particular Account, but will very honourably 
burn his Houſe, or pick his Pocket. pod 4. 
The New- Houe has perfectly made me a Convert by 
their Civility on my ſixth Night: For to be Friends, and 
reveng'd at the ſame time, I muſt give them a Play, that 
is, when I write another. For Faction runs ſo 
high, that I con'd wiſh the Senate wou'd ae noe the 
Houſes, or put in force the Act againſt bribing Elections; 
that Houſe which has the moſt Favours to beſtow, will 
certainly carry it, " ſpight of all poetical Jaſties chat 
wou d ſupport t other. 

I have heard ſome People ſo extravagantly angry at 
this Play, that one would think they had no reaſon to be 
diſpleaſed at all; whilſt ſome (otherwife Men of good 
Senſe) have commented it ſo much, that I was afraid 
they ridicul'd me; ſo that between both, I am abſolutely 
at a loſs what to think on't: For tho' the Cauſe has 
come on fix Days ſucceſſively, yet the Trial, I fancy, is 
not determined. When our Devotion to Lent, and our 
Lady, is over, the Bufineſs will be brought on again, and 
then we ſhall have fair Play for our Money. 
nad: is a Gentleman of the firſt Underſtanding, and 
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2 very good ca who ſaid of Mr. Vl, that 1 
this Part he out- acted himſelf, and all Men that he ever 
ſaw. I wou'd nor rob Mr. Wilks, by a worſe Expref- 
ſion of mine, of a Complement that he ſo much de- 
ſerves. 

I had almoſt forgot to tell you, that the Turn of Plot 
in the laſt Act, is an Adventure of Chevelier de Chaflillon 
at Paris, and Matter of Fa; but the thing is {6 uni- 
verſally known, that I think this Advice might have been 
ſpar'd, as well as all the reft of the Preface, for any my 
eee e © | | 
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PROLOGUE, 


That was ſpoken the firſt” Night, receiv'd 
ſuch Additions from Mr.——-who ſpoke 
it, that they are beſt if bury*d and forgot. 
But the following PROLOOGUE is literally 
the ſame that was intended for the Play, 

and written by Mr. Motteux. 


| TKE bungry Gueſts, a fitting Audience lools; 
L Plays are like Suppers: Poets are the Cooks. 
The Founders You: The Table is this Place; 

he Careers abe: The Prologue is the Grace. 
Each Act, A Courſe; each Scene a different Diſh : 
7 be" we're in Lent I doubt you're flill for Fleſh. 
Satyr's the Sauce, bigh ſeaſon'd, ſharp and rough: 


Kind Maſques and Beaux, I hape you're Pepper-prof. 


Wit is the Wing; but tis ſo ſcarce the true, 

Poets, like Vintneri, balderdaſh and brew. 

Your ſuriy Scenes, where Rant and Bloodjbed join, 

Are Butchers Meat, 'a Battle's a Sirloin : 

Your Scenes of Lowe, fo flowing, ſoft and chaſic, 

Are Water-gruel, without Salt or Tafle. 

Bawd)y's fat J. eniſon, auch tho Hale, can pleaſe : 
Tour Rakes love Hogocs, like your damn'd French Chee/c, 
Four Rarity for the fair Gueſt ts gape on, 


I your nice Squeaker, or Italian Capon ; 


Or your French Virgin Pullet, garni d round, 


Aud dreſi d auith Sauce of fſeme—Four hundred Pound. 


An Op'ra, lie an Oglio, nicks the Age; 85 
Farce is the Hay Pudding of the Stage. 'F 
3 Fer 


ha PROLOGUE, 
| For when you're treated with indifferent Cheer, 
You can diſpenſe with ſlender Stage-Coach Fare. af" 
A Paſftorals whipt Cream; Stage-Whims, mere Trafs ; 
And Tragi-Comeay, half Fiſh and Fleſb. 
But Comedy, That, that's the darling Cheer ; 
This Night aue hope you'll an Inconflant bear: 
Wild Fowl i is lik'd in ; Play-bouſs all the Tear. 
Yet fince each Mind betrays a ai” rent Taſte, 
And every Diſh ſcarce pleaſes ev'ry Gueſt, © 
i F augbt you reliſh, do not damn the rel. 
he « This Fawour craw'd, up let the Mufick ſtrile: 
You re welcome Ne, fall to, Where you lite 
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4 Mirabel, an worth Gear TR an; 
odd Compound, between thef _ $3 
* Peeviſhnel.i incident to his Years, > Mr. Pinkethman. 
and his F atherly Fondneſs to- oh , 
wards his Son. FD 9 8 


Voung Mirabel, his Son. Mr. Wilks; 


Captain Duretete, an honeſt good 
natur'd Fellow, that thinks him- Þ Mr: Bullock. 
ſelf a greater Fool than he is. , 


| Dugard, Brother to Oriana. Mr. Milt: 
Petit, Servant to ee alter he Nerve 


wards to his Siſtey.*” * 


* 


Oriana, à Lady contracted to 
Mirabel, who wou'd bring him Mrs. Rogers. 
to Reaſon. 


to Oriana, 2dmir'd by D ur. Jau 8. V. ne 


. Lamorce, a Woman of Contri- T Mis 3 


vance. 


Four Bravo's, two Gentlemen, and two Ladies, 


Soldiers, Servants, and Attendants, 
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The Way to win him. 


r 
SCENE, The Street. „ 
E nter Dugard, and his Man Petit, in Riding Habits. | 


P trrab, What's a Clock? | 
= N I { Pet. Turn' d of Eleven, Sir. | 
| | Dug. No more! We have rid z 


REO ſwinging Pace from Nemours ſince Two 
2 OR this Morning! Petit, run to Roufſeau's 
aud beſpeak a Dinner at a Lewis d'Or 


— 


1 


Pes. 


Head, to be ready by One. 


ve INCconfrant * 
Pet. How many will there be of you, Sir? 


PDug. Let me ſee: Mirabel one, Duretete my * 
| ſelf ure | 


_ Per. And I four. 


Duz. How now, Sir, at your old 7 matte Famd: 
liarity ! When abroad, you had ſome Freedom for want 


of better Company; but among my Friends at Farts, 
pray remember your Diſtance. Be gone, Sir. 


[Exit Vetit.] This Fellow's Wit was neceſſary abroad, 
bat he's too 5 for a Domeſtick; I muſt diſpoſe of 


him ſome way elſe. Who's here? Old Mirabel, 
and my Siſter ! my deareſt Siſter! 


Euter Old Mirabel and QI 


on My Brother! Welcome. 
5 4 Mounſier Mirabel. / I'm heartily * to ſee 


0% Mir. Honeſt Mr. * by the blood of the 
Mirabel. 'm your moſt humble Servant. 

Dug. Why, Sir, you've caſt your Skin ſure, you're 
briſk and gay, luſty Health about you, no fign of Age 
| but your filver Hairs. 

Oid. Mir. Silver Hairs! then they are Quick: ſilver 
Hairs, Sir, Whilſt I have golden Pockets, let my Hairs 
be Silver an they will. Adſbud Sir, I can dance, and 
ſing, aud drink, and no, I can't wench. But 
Mr. Dugard, no Net ews of my Son Beò in all your Tra- 
vels? 

Dup. Your Son's come hows Vir. 

Old. Mir. Come home Bob come home By the 
Blood of the NMrralelt, Mr. Dugard, what wy ye? 

Ori. Mr. Mirabel return d, Sir. 

Dug. He's certainly come, and you may ſee Ay 
within this Hour or two, 

Old. Mir. Swear it, Mr. ': Rd, preſently ſwear it. 

Dag. Sir, he came to Town with me this — 
1 left! him at the Bagnicurs, being a little diſorder'd after 
Bang, and I ſhall fee him again preſently. s 
O. Mir. What! And he was alham d to alk 3 


vw = © * « 
% 


13 
with his Boots on. 4 e Well, and how fares 
the young Rogue, ha? 
Bas A fine Gentleman, Sir. He'l be his own Me- 


84 Mir. A fine Gentleman | But is the Rogue like 
me till ? 

Dag. Why yes, Sir; he's very like his Mother, and 
as like you as moſt modern Sons are to their Fathers. 
Rar Mir. Why, 0s don t you think that I Hegat 
| „ 

Dag. Why yes, Hr you. marry'd bi Mother, and 
he inherits your Eſtate. He s very like you, upon my 

word 
Ori. And pray, — what's become of his ho- 
neſt Companion, Duretete ? _ 

Dug. Who, che Captain? The very fame he went 
abroad; he's the only French. man I ever knew that. 
cou'd-not change. Your Son, Mr. Mirabel, is more: 
_ oblig'd to Nature for that Fellow's Compoſition, than. 
for his own: for he's more happy in Daretete's Folly. 
| than his own Wit. In ſhort, they are as inſeparable as 
Finger and 'Thumb ; but the firſt Inſtance i in the World, 
I believe, of Opp ofition | in Friendſhip,.' * 

Oi Mir, Very well; wil Hg be — to Dinner, 
think ye? 4 | 
Dug. Sir, he has i me to beſpeak a Dinner, 

for us at Nouſſeau s at a Lewidore a Head. 

Old. Mir. A Lewidore a Head | Well ſaid, . by 
the Blood of the Mirabels, Bob's improv'd. But Nr. 
Dugard, was it ſo civil of Bob to viſit Monſieur Nouſſtau 
before his own natural Father? Eh ! Heark'e Oriana, 
what think you, now, of a Fellow that can eat and 
drink ye. a whole Lewidore at a ſitting ? He muſt be as 


The Way lo uin him. 2 


8 ſtrong as Hercules, Life and Spirit in abundance. Before 


Gad I don't wonder at theſe Men of Quality, that their; 
own Wives can't ſerve 'em. A Lewidore a head! tis 
enough to ſtock the whole Nation with Baſtards, tis 
F aith. * . lens * With Four Siſter: , r 

. fright | L Exit. 


8 Dag, 


1 * The' Inconftant': Or, 


” Dug! wen, Siſter] 1 need not aſt you how! you do, 
your 1 reſolve me; fair, tall, was Ar _ 
almoſt grown out of my Remembrance: ©! :- 

Ori. Why, truly Brother, I look pretty wel "thank: \ 
Nature and my Toylet ; I have ſcap'd the Jaundice, 
Green ſickneſs, and the Small- pox; I eat three Meals a 
Day, am very merry when ups and ſleep ſoundly when 

I'm down. : 
Dig. But, Siſter, uu eme chat upon my going 
abroad you wou'd chuſe this old Gentleman for your 
Guardian; he's no more related to our Family, than 
Preſter Tubs, and I have no reaſon to think you miſtruſt- 
ed my Management of your Fortune: Therefore pray be 


j ſo kind as to tell me without Reſervation ms true Cauſe 


of making ſuch a Choice. 
Ori. Look'e Brother, you were going a Ranblig, 
and twas proper, leſt T ſhould go a Rambling too, that 
ſome - body ſhou'd take care of me. Old Monſieur Mi- 
rubel is an honeſt Gentleman, was our Father's Friend, 
and has a young Lady in his Houfe, whoſe Company 
T 755 and who has choſen him for her Guardia as wen 
ao 
Dug. Who, Madamoſelle Barre e 
Or. The fame; we live merrily together, Wand 
Scandal, or Reproach; we make much of the old Gen-' 
tenant between us, and he takes care of us; we eat 
what we like, go to Bed when we pleaſe, riſe when 
we will, all the Week we dance and fing, and upon 
Sundays go firft to Chureh, and then to the Play. 
Now, Brother, beſides theſe Motives for chuſing this 
Gentleman for my Trangia” perhaps l had 8 „ 
E. Not ſo Pine as JOE ibis; Siſters! your 
We to 0 young Merabel's no Secret, I can aſſure you, but 
ſo publick that all your Friends are aſham'd on't. EF 
Ori. O' my Word then, my Friends are very baſh- 
ful; tho' I'm afraid, Sir, that thoſe People are not 
aſham'd* enough. at their. own Crimes, who have fo 
bour Bluſhes to ſpare for the Faults of their Neigh- 
urs, | 


Dag: 


briſkly round with the Glaſs, but her Honour is loin 
Dug. Ay, but Siſter, there is ſtill fomething— © 
Ori. If there be ſomething, Brother, tis none of the 
People's ſomething; Marriage is my thing, and I' 
Dug. Marriage! Young Mirabel marry ! He'll build 
Churches ſooner. Take heed, Siſter, tho“ your Honour 
ſtood proof to his home-bred Aſſaults; you muſt keep 
a ſtricter Guard for the future: He has now got the 
foreign Air, and the Talian Soſtneſs; his Wit's im- 
prov'd by Converſe, his behaviour: finiſh'd by Obſer- 
vation, and his Aſſurance confirm'd by Succeſt. Siſter, 
I can affure you he has made his Conqueſts; and tis 
z Plague upon your Sex, to be the ſooneſt deceiv'd by 
thoſt very Men that you know have been falſe to 
es 7 of? fo 597 Dad ov 512 ans A 


On. Then. why will you tell me of his Conqueſts? 
for I muſt confeſs there is no Title to a Woman's Favour 
ſo engaging as the Repute of a handſome Diflimolation;z 
there is ſomething of a Pride to ſee.a Fellow lie at our 
Feet, that has triumph'd' over ſo many; and then, I 
don't know, we fancy he muſt have ſomething extraor- 
dinary about him to pleaſe us, and that we have ſome- 
thing engaging about us to ſecure him; ſo we can't be 
quiet till we put our ſelves upon the lay of being both 


apps. FW, 
Dug. But then, Siſter, he's as fickte———— 
Ori. For God's ſake, Brother tell me no more of his 
Faults, for if you db, I ſhall run mad for him : Say no 
more, Sir, let me but get him into the Bands of Matri- 
mon, [I'll ſpoil his wandring, I warrant him. I'll do 
his Buſineſs that way, never fear. 


Dug: 


rr 
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ment. 


16 De Inconflant : Or, 


Dag. Well, Siſter, I won't pretend to underſtand. the 
Engagements between you and your Lover ; I expect, 


When you have need of my Counſel or Aſſiſtance, you 


will let me know more of your Affairs. Mirabel is 2 
Gentleman, and as far as my Honour and Intereſt can 
reach, you may command me to the Furtherance of 
your Happineſs : In the mean time, Siſter, I have a 
great mind to make you a Preſent of another humble Ser- 
vant ; a Fellow that I took up at Lyons, Who has ſerv'd 
me honeſtly ever ſince. 

Ori. Then why will you part with im? 

Dug. He has gain'd b inſufferably on my Sod Hu- 
mour, * he's grown too familiar; but the Fellow's 
cunning, and may be ſerviceable to you in your Affair 


with Mirabel. Here he comes. 


Enter Petit. 


well, Sur, have you been at Rouſſuas' 32 

Per. Yes, Sir, and who ſhould I find there but Mr. 
Mirabel and the Captain, hatching as warmly over a Tub 
of Ice, as two Hen-Pheaſants over a Brood They 
wou'd not let me beſpeak any ching, for they had din'd 
before I came. | 

Dug. Come, Sir, you ſhall ſerve my Siſter, T ſhall ill 
continue: kind to you, and if your Lady recommends 


your Diligence upon Trial, I'll uſe my Intereſt to ad- 


vance you ; you have Senſe enough to expect Prefer- 
Here, Sirrah, here's ten Guineas for thee, 
get thy ſelf a Drugget Suit and a Puff-Wig, and ſo— 
I dub thee Gentleman-Uſher. Siſter, I muſt put my 
ſelf in repair, you may expect me in the Evening. 


Wait on your Lady home, Petit. 
Per. A Chair, a Chair, « Chair! ; 


Exit Dug. 


Ori. No, no, PH walk home, tis but next Dodd. 
| 3 | [Exeunt . 


SCENE à Tavern, diſcovering young Mirabel and Day: 


tet e * ng * Table. 


m_ 
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Mir. Welcome to Paris once more, my dear Captain, 
we have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid plentifully, 
and let it go for once. I lik'd every thing but our Wo- 
men, they look'd ſo lean and tawdry, Poor Creatures! 
. a {ure ſign the Army is not paid Give me 

1 ump Venetian, briſk and ſanguine, that ſmiles upon 
ike the glowing Sun, and meets my Lips like ſpark- 
ling Wine, her Perſon ſhining as the 1 5 and Spirit 
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„„ foaming Liquor. | 
Dug. Ah, Mirabel, Traly 1 grant you; but for our 
a Women here in Fr axce; they are ſuch thin Brawn-fall'n 
Jades, a Man may as well make C reno of a 
Cane- Chair. 


Mir. e ' A light aiſcaſon” 4 Couiury,,. -nothing 
but Feathers, Foppery and Faſhions ; we're fine indeed, 
ſo are our Coach - Horſes ; Men fay we're Courtiers, Men 

| abuſe us; that we are wiſe and politick, aan credo Serg-. 
; 1 eur : That our Women have Wit; Parrots, mere Par- 
Tots, Aſſurance and a good Memory, ſets them up; 
There's nothing on this ſide the n worth my hum 
ble Service t'ye- Ha Roma la Santa ! Italy ſor my 
Money; their Cuſtoms, Gardens, Buildings, Paintings, 
Muſick, Policies, Wine and Women! the Paradiſe of 
the World ; _ not peſter d with a Parcel of preciſe | 
» | - old goutyF ellows, that would debar their Children every 
Pleaſure that they themſelves are paſt the Senſe of: COM 
mend me to the Italian Familiarity : Here, Son, there's 
fifty Crowns, go pay your Whore her Week's: al. | 
lowance. 
Dur. Ay, theſe are your Fathers for 3 you, that under- 
ſtand the Neceſſities of young Men; not like our muſty 
| Dads, who becauſe they cannot fiſh themſelves,” would 
muddy the Water, and ſpoil the Sport of them that can. 
But now you talk of the go what * think of a 
Dutch Woman? is 
Mir. A Dutch Woman's too compact; nay, every 1 
Thing among em is ſo; a Dutch Man is thick, a Durch 
Woman is ſquab, a Datch Horſe is round, a Durch Dog 
1 * a Dutch Ship i is broad bottom d ; der in hank, 
- one 
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one would ſwear the whole Product of the. Country 
were caſt in the ſame Mold with their. Cheeſes, 
Hur. Ay, but Mirabel, you have 4 the Engl. ip 
EOS 
Mir. The N of FE , were excellent, did 
they not take ſuch unſufferable Pains to ruin what Na- 
ture has made ſo incomparably well; they wou'd be de- 
licate Creatures indeed, cou'd they but throughly arrive 
at the French Mien, or entirely let it alone; for they 
only-ſpoil a very good Air of their own, by an aukward. 
Imitation of ours; their Parliaments, and our Taylors 
ge Laws to their three Kingdoms. But come, Dure- 
tete, let us mind the Buſineſs in hand; Miſtreſſes, we 
muſt have, and muſt take up with the Manufacture of 
the Place, and upon a competent Diligence we ſhall 
find thoſe 3 in Paris Gall match the aligns from Top 
to Joe. 5 
Dur. Ay, Mirabel,. you, will do well enough, but 
what will become of your Friend; you know 1 am ſo 
2 baſhful, ri0y DN Wed an Als upon theſe Occaſions, | 


Mir: Pſhaw, 10 muſt be 1 Man: Travel three” 
Years, and bring home ſuch a Baby as Baſhfulneſs ! A 
great luſty Fellow! and a Soldier! be upon it. | 

Dar. Look'e, Sir, I can viſit, and I can ogle a little, 

- chus, or thus now. Then I can kifs a- 
ry i and make a ſhift to—— but'if they chance 
to give me a forbidding Look, as ſome Women, you 
know, have a deviliſh Caſt with their Eyes,———or if 
they ery,. what d'ye mean, what d'ye take me for? 
Fye, Sir, remember who I am, Sir A Perſon of 
Quality to be us'd at this rate! I- gad I'm ſtruck as flat 
as a Frying- pan. 

Mir. Words o' courſe! never mind em: Turn you. 
about upon your Heel with a jante Air; hum out the 
End of an old ong's) cut a croſs ere 494, at her | 
again: 

Dur. ae bi) No 3 it, will never do. i 
———— Oons, what did my Father mean by ſucking 1 me 
up in an Univerſity, or to think that I ſhou'd gain 1 | 

a 


* 
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thing by my Head, in a Nation whoſe Genius lies all in 
their Heels ! Well, if ever I come to have 
Children of my own, they ſhall have the Education of 
the Country, they ſhall learn to dance before they can 
walk, and be taught to ſing before they can ſpeak. 
Mir. Come, come, throw of that childiſh HG 
put on Aſſurance, there's no avoiding” it; ftand all Ha- 
zards, thou'rt a ſtout luſty Fellow, ad haſt a good 
Eſtate, look bluff, hector, you have a good Side box 
F Face, 3 pretty impudent Face; ſo, that's pretty well. 
9 - This Fellow went abroad like an Ox, and is 
9 like an Aſs © © Al. 
Dur. Let me fee now, how [ . Pull. out a Pocket - 
Glaſs, and looks on 73 A Side-box Face, ſay you 
*Egad I don't like it, Mirabe/.———Fye,” Sir, don't abuſe 
your Friends, I cou'd not wear ſuch a Face for the beſt 
Caunteſs in Chriſtendom. 3 
Mir. Why can't you, Blockhead, as welas 12 2 | 
Dur. Why, thou haſt Impudence to ſet. a good Face 
upon any thing; I wou'd change half my Gold for half 
thy Braſs, with all ny Heart. RON comes I phe 
Mirabel, Te Father! | 


Eater Old Mirabel. 


f oll Mir. Where's Bob ? dear Bob ? i OATS 
Mir. Your Bleſſing, - Sir. . 
Old. Mir. My Blefling ! Dam ye, 7 young Roghe ; 
as did not you come to ſee your Father firſt,” Sirrah? 
My dear Boy, Tam heartily glad to ſee thee, my dear 
Child, faith Capt. Duretete, by the Blood of the 
Mirabels I'm yours : Well, my Lads,” ye look ae at | 
faith. Bob, haſt got any Money 81 
' Mir. Not a Farthing, N SIP 
Old. Mir. Why, then I won't gi' thee a Soaſe. 1 609 
Mir. I did but jeſt, here's ten Piſtoles.. 

Old. Mir. Why then here's ten more; I love to ihe 
charitable to thoſe that don't want it: gong and 
how d' ye like Daly, my Boys? 

Mir. O the Garden of the World, Sir; j 8 Nat! 
Pla, Venice, Milan, and a thouſand others—all fine, 

Old. Mir. 
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Ola. Mir. Ay, fay you ſo! And they ſay, that Cbiari 
bs very fine too. 
- Dar. Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent; a very ſcurvy 
vr, the moſt unwholeſome to a French Conſtitution in 
the World. 
Mir. Pſhaw, nating on't ; theſe raſcally Ganetteers 
have miſinform'd you 
Old. Mir. Miſinform'd me! Oons, Sir, were not we 
beaten there? 
Mir. Beaten, Sir! the French beaten 
Old. Mir. Why, who was it, pray ſweet Sir? 
Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell you. 
Dur. No, Sir, your Son will tell you. 
Mir. The Captain was in the Action, Sir. 


Dur. Your Son ſaw more than I, Sir, for he was a 


Looker-on. 


Old. Mir. Confound you both for a brace of Cowards: 
here are no Germans to over-hear you; why don't ye 


tell me how it was? 

Mr. Why, then you muſt. know, that we march'd 
pp a Body of the fineſt, braveſt, well-dreſs'd. Fellows in 
the Univerſe, our Sender at the Head of us, all 
Lace and Feather, like ſo many Beaux at a Ball 1 
don't believe there was a Man of em but cou d dance 
a Charmer, Morbleu. 


Old. Mir. Dance! very well, — F lows, faith ! | 


Mir. We caper d up to their very Trenches, and there 


| ur peeping over a parcell of Scarecrow, Olive colour'd, 


Gunpowder Fellows, as ugly as the Devil. 

Dur. I- gad, I ſhall never forget the Looks of 'em, 
while I have Breath to fetch. 

Mir. They were ſo civil indeed as to welcome us 


with their Cannon; but for the reſt, we found em 


ſach unmannerly, rude, unſociable Dogs, that we grew 
tir'd of their Company, and ſo we: e'en danc'd back 
again. DEN 
O14. Mir. And did ye all come back 2 * 
Mir. No, two or three thouſand of us ſtay d — 
hind. 

' Old. Mir. Why, Bob, why ? 


Mir. 


da 
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Mir. Pſhaw. becauſe they cou'd not come tha 
Night. But come, Sir, we were talking of ſome- 


Oriana ? 

Old. Mir. Ripe, Sir, juſt ripe; you'll find jt better 
engaging with her than with the Germans, let me tell 
you. And what wou'd you ſay, my young Mars, 


if I had a Venus for thee too? Come, Bob, your Apart- 
ment is ready, and pray let your Friend be my Gueſt too, 


you ſhall command the Houſe between ye, and I'll be as 
merry as the beſt of you. 
Mir. Bravely ſaid, Father. 
Let Miſers bend their Age with DEF Cares, 
And ſtarve themſelves to pamper Hungry Heirs ; ; 
Who, living, ſtint their Sons what Youth may crave, 
And make 'em revel o'er a Father's Grave. 
The Stock on which I grew does ftill diſpenſe 
Its Genial Sap into the blooming Branch; 2 
The Fruit, he knows, from his own Root is grown, 
And therefore ſooths thoſe Paſſions once his own. 


AC T „ 
80 E N E, Old Mirabel's Houſe, 
„ MN p you love this young Rake, d'ye? 
14 8 ove young ye 


Bi. In ſpight of all his il Uſfag:. 
0.1, I can't help it. - 


da 


peo. Ip i pray * denen, a C the fair 
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22 What's che Matter er . 


Oi. Pſhaw! N | mw of * | 


Bi Um before An en rien fyear- 
ing, flattering, rakehelly Fellow ſhou'd play ſuch Tricks 
with me, I wou'd wear my Teeth to the Stumps with 
Lime and Chalk. O, Gs Devil take all your Ca- 
Sandra's and Cleopatra's for me.—Prithee mind your Airs, 
Modes and Faſhions; your Stays; Gowns and Furbe- 


lows, Hark'e, my Dey yore rn en * 


below'd Smocks yet? 
Ori. Prithee 5 quies Biſarrss you Sacks T can be a. 
mad as you when this Mirabel is out of my Head. 
Bis. Pfhaw wou'd he were out, or in, or ſome way 
to make you eaſ y.. I warrant now, you'll play the 
Fool when he comes, and ſay you love him; h! 
Ori. Moſt certainly 3 —1 AX n Bilarre :— 
beſides, tis paſt that, we're contracted. 
Biſ. ContraQed! alack a day, poor thing g. 2 What you 
. have chang'd Rings, or *broken an old Broadipiete he- 


tween you] Heark e, Child, han't you broke ſomething 


Elſe between ye? 
Ori. No, no, I can aſſure you. 
Bi, Then, what d'ye whine for? Whilſt I kept that 
in my Power, I wou'd make a Fool of any Fellow in 
| France. Weil, I muſt eonfeſs, I” do love a little Co- 
quetting with all my heart! m/ Buſineſs ſhou'd+ be to 
break Gold with my Lover one Hour, and crack my 
Promiſe the next; he ſhou'd fnd me one Day with a 


Prayer-book in my Hand, and. with a Play book ano- 


ther. He ſhou'd have my Conſent to buy the Wedding - 
Ring, and the next Moment wou'd I laugh in his Face. 

Ori: O my Dear, were there no greater Tye upon 
my Heart, than there is upon my Conſcience, I wou'd 
ſoon throw the Contract out o' doors; but the Miſ- 
chief on't is, I am ſo fond of being ty'd that I'm 
forc'd to be juſt; and the Strength of my Paſſion keeps 
down the Inclination of my Sex. But er the old 
Gentleman. 


Enter 
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| eg 1. Where's my Wenches? Whertis my two 
Attle Girls: Eh! Have a care, look to your ſelves, 
faith, they're coming, the Travellers are a 2 
Well! which of you two will be my Daughter:in-Law 
now? Biſarres. Bi proc what N You; Mad cap Mi- 


4 d ure wild Fellow. Merl E 8 
3 D 90-5, 
PA, Mir. You lye, Hulſey,! Wy liic@imothe-botter, 

you do: Phat 157 YOu" my Voter _ il. 

_ ? he! 

Ori. 1 ſuppoſe the Gentleman will Gale for uncl, 


115 Nr Why,” that's cee) faid; pt _ foe gen. 


5 E nter Mirabel and Duretete, they. are the, Ladies. 
1 Bes, Heark'e, you | tall marry one of ger? Gi, 


Sirrah. 1 At 981209 tar zd 41 
Mir. Sir, "til n marry A boch af- you lente 

5 Bij. ld. ] Heil find that one may ſerve his turn. 
OM. Mir. Both! Why you young Dog, d'ye banter 

ine de Comme” Sir, take your h, ,jA - Nureſate, 
5 ſhall have your Choice too; but Robin ſhall chaſe 

-f Come Sir; begin a 2.9194 e 

Ifir. Well, 1 an't the firſt Son chat has wdade his Fa- 
N. $ Git Bawdy- houſe let me _ Pn f 


4 


Ol Mi elt! which which dye He? | 8 MT | 
„ But which! in you marey ? "ot 
. Neither. . 25 + 


44, OA. Mir, either Don t in inc, 
q 7 7 807 make me angry. er if 
I *don't dance at your Wedding tomorrow. 15 wunde 
e do crx at your Grave rr 
Mir. That's 4 Dull, Father. 
Ola. Mir. A Bull! Why, thow- now — Sir, 
e thee a Man, that thou mould make me a 


Mir. Your Pardon, Sir, u meant'your Exprel- | 
"= l > Ola. 


3 * 2 * 
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Old. Mir. Heark'e, Bob, learn better Manners to your 
Father before Strangers: I won't be angry this time. 
But Oons, if ever you do't again, ow Raſcal, 


; dad N what I ſay. 
Mir. Pſhaw, — does the old Fellow mean by 


| mewing me up here with a couple of green. Girls? Come, 


Duretete, will you go? 
Ori. I — Mr. Mirabel, you ha'n t forgot 
Mir. No, no, Madam, I Pa forgot, I have brought 


you a thouſand little Taliar Curioſities ; I'll. aſſure _ | 


22 as far as a hundred Piſtoles would reach, 
n't forgot the leaſt Circumſtance. 

NY Sir, you miſunderſtand me. . 

Mir. Odſo, the Relicks, Madam from Nome. 1 do re- 

member now, you made a Vow of Chaſtity before my 

; a Vow of Chaſtity, or n — it; 

was it not, Madam: 

Ori. O Sir, I'm anſwer'd at bt, [E; cit. 

Mir. She was coming full mouth upon me with her 
Contract Wou'd I might diſpatch t other. 

Dur. Mirabel. —— Lady there, obſerve her, 

© ſhe's wondrous pretty, faith, and ſeems to have but few 

Words; 1 TO}; ſpeak to her, Man, ones 


ſpeak to her. | 
Mir. Madam, here's a Gentleman, who e 


Dur. Madam don't believe him, I declare nothing 
—— What the Devil do you mean, Man ? 

Mir. = ſays, Madam, that you are as beautiful as 
an A 

7 = of He tells a damn'd Lye, Madam; I ſay no ſuch 
| thing : Are you mad, Mirabel? ih 
with Shame. 
Mir. And fo, Madam, not doubting but yo ur Lady- 
hips like: hien 26-m0on be dom ym. 1 it pro- 
per to leave you together. | 


- you won't be ſo barbarous as to leave me alone. 
' ſpeak to her for your ſelf, as it were. Lord, 7 


. A Frezchman ſhould want l 


[Going, Duretete bold; bim. 
Dur. Hold, . Mirabel, Friend, ſure 


Mir 7 
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Mir. Vou look mighty demure, Madam, She 8 
deaf, Captain. 

Dar. I had much rather have her dumb. 

Mir. The Gravity of your Air, Madam, Wn” 
| ſome extraordinary Fruits from your Study, which moves 

us with a Curioſity to ors hay the Subject of your Lady- 
ſhip's Contemplation. Not a Word! 

Dur. I hope in the Lord ſhe” s ſpeechleſs ; if ſhe be, 
ſhe's mine this Moment. Mirabel, dye think a 
Woman. s Silence can be natural ? 

* Bi/. But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and 
which proceed from ſimple Enumeration, are dubitable, 
and proceed only upon Admittance 

Mir. Hoyty toyty ! what a Plague have we here? 
Plate | in Petticoats. 

Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, Man; the talks in my 
own Mother-Tongue. 

Biſ. Tis expos'd to Invalidity from a | contradiftory 
Inſtance, looks only upon common . * is 
infinite in its Termination. 

Mir. Rare Pedantry. 

Dur. Axioms ! Axioms ! Self evident Principles. 

Biſ. Then the Ideas wherewith the Mind is preoccu-. 
pate. O Gentleman, I hope you'll pardon my Cogi- 
tation; I was involv'd in a profound Point of Philoſophy ; 
but I ſhall diſcuſs it ſomewhere elſe, being ſatisfy'd that 
the Subject is not agreeable to your Sparks, that pro- 
feſs the Vanity of the Times. | | 

[ Exit: 


Mir. Go thy way, good Wife Bias: Do you hear, 
Duretete ? Doſt hear this ſtarch'd piece of Auſterity 2? 

Dur. She's mine, Man; ſhe's mine: My own Ta- 
lent to a T. I'll match her in Dialects, faith. I was. 
ſeven Years at the Univerſity, Man,  nurs'd up with 
Barbara, Celarunt, Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did you 
ever know, Man, that t'was Metaphyſicks made me an 
Aſs? it was, faith. Had ſhe talk'd a Word of Singing, 
Dancing, Plays, Faſhions, or the like, I had founder d 
at the firſt Step; but as the i is Mirabel, wiſh me 


| A. che | 
B Mir. 
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* Mir. You don't mean rob 1 0 

Dur. No, no, I am a Man of more Honour. 

Mir, Bravely reſolv'd, Captain, now for thy Credit, 
warm me this frozen Snow: ball, *twill be a Conquett 
| above the Alps. 

\ Dur. But will you promiſe to be always near me ? 
Mir. Upon all Occaſions, never fear. | 
Dur. Why then, you ſhall ſee me in two Moments 
make an Induction from my Love to her Hand, from 
ber Hand to her Mouth, from her Mouth to her Heart 
and ſo conclude in her Bed, Categorematice. 
Mir. Now the Game begins, and my Fool is enter'd. 
— But here comes one to ſpoil, my Sport; now 
f ſhall 1 be teaz d to death with this old faſhion'd Contract. 
| I ſhou'd love her too, if I might do it my own way, 
but ſhe'll do nothing without Witneſſes forfooth. I : 
wonder Women can be ſo immodeſt. 


q * =_ p " - - * 
OT rn es — 


Enter Oriana. 


wel, Madam, why d'ye follow me! 

= | Ori, Well, Sir, why do you ſhun me? 

= Mir. Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm ey 

ſway'd by Inclination. 

Ori. Have you forgot our Contract, Sir? © | 

Mir. All I remember of that Contract is, that it was 
made fome three Years ago, and that's enough in Con- 
ſcience to forget the reſt on't. 

Ori. "Tis ſufficient, Sir, to recolle& the paſſing of it; 
for in- that Circumſtance, I preſume, lies the Force of 
the Obligation. 

' Mir. Obligations, Madam, that are forc'd upon the 
Will, are no-tye upon the Conſcience ; ; 1 was a Slave to 
my Paſſion. when 1 paſs d the Inſtrument; but the Reco- 
very of my Freedom makes the Contract void. 

Ori. Sir, you can't make that a Compulſion which 

was your own Choice; beſides, Sir, a Subjection to 
your own Defires has not the Virtue of a forcible 
Conſtraint: And you will find, Sir, that to plead your 
Paſſion for the killing of a Man, will hardly * : 

you from the Juſtice of the Puniſhment, * - 
Mir, 
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Mir. And fo, Madam, you make the Sin of Mar-- 
ther and the Crime of a Contract the very fame, 
becauſe that . and Matrimony are ſo much. | 
- alike. | 
Ori. Come, Mr: Mirabel, theſe Expreſſions 1 ex- 
pected from the Raillery of your Humour, bat I hope 

for very different Sentiments from your Honour _ 
Generoſity. 

Mir. Look'e, Madam, a as for my 'Generokity, XY 2 
your Service, with all my Heart: I'll keep you a Coach 
and fix Horſes, if you pleaſe, only permit me to ke 
my Honour to my ſelf; for I can aſſure you, Madam, 
that the Thing: calbd Honour is a Circumſtance abſo- 
lutely unneceſlary in a natural Correſpondence between 
Male and Female, and he's a Mad- man that lays it out, 
conſidering its Scarcity, upon any ſuch trivial Ocmd. 
ſions. There's Honour requir'd of us by our Friends, 
and Honour due to our Enemies, and they return it tos 
us again; but I never heard of a Man that left but an 
Inch. of his Honour in a Woman's keeping, that couꝰd 
ever get the leaſt Account on't. Confider, Madam, 
you have no ſuch thing among you, and d 4 main 
Point of Policy to keep no Faith with Re es—— 
thou art a pretty little Reprobate, and ſo ger. thee m——_ 
thy Buſineſs. 

Ori . Well, Sir, even all this I will 2 to che Gan 
of your Temper ; ; your Travels have improv'd your 
Talent of Talking, but ROY are not of Force, 1 hope, 
to impair your Morals. 

Mir. Morals! Why there tis again El tell 
thee, Child, there is not the leaſt Occaſion for Morals 
in any Buſineſs between you and Don't you 
know, that of all Commerce in the World there is no 
ſuch Cozenage and Deceit as in the Traffick between 
Man and Woman; we ſtudy all our Lives long bow to 
put Tricks upon one another What is your Bufi- 
neſs now, from the Time you throw away your ar- 
tificial Babies, but how to get natural ones with the 
moſt Advantage ! No Fowler lays abroad mare 
Net * his Game, nor a Hunter for his Prey, than 
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you do to catch poor innocent Men Why do you 


. fit three or four Hours at your Toylet in a Morning? 
only with a villanous Deſign to make ſome. poor Fel- 


low a Fool before Night. What are your languiſhing 


Looks, your ftudy'd Airs and Affectations, but ſo many 
Baits and Devices to delude Men out of their dear Li- 


berty and Freedom What d'ye figh for? What 
d'ye weep for? What d'ye pray for? Why for a Huſ- 
band: That is, you implore Providence to aſſiſt you in 
the juſt and pious Deſign of making the wiſeſt of his 


Creatures a Fool, and the Head of the Creation a 


Slave. 

Ori. Sir, I am proud of my Power, and am reſolv'd 

t-wWeat;” 8 
Mir. Hold, Hold, Madam, not ſo faſt-- 


we have Vows, Oaths, and Proteſtations of all Sorts 
and Sizes to make Fools of you. As you are very 
ſtrange and whimſical Creatures, ſo we are allow'd as 
unaccountable Ways of managing you. And this, in 
ſhort, my dear Creature, is our preſent Condition. I 
have ſworn and ly'd briſkly to gain my Ends of you; 
your -Ladyſhip has patch'd and painted violently, to 
gain your Ends of me - But, fince we are both 
diſappointed, let us make a drawn Battle, and part 
clear on both Sides. 

Ori. With all my Heart, Sir; give me up my Con- 
tract, and I'll never ſee your Face again. 

Mir. Indeed I won't, Child. | 

Ori. What, Sir, neither do one nor Yother? _ 

Mir. No, you ſhall die a Maid, unleſs you pleaſe to 
be otherwiſe upon my Terms. ad 7 

Ori. What do you intend by this, Sir? . 


Mir. Why, to ſtarve you into Compliance; look'e, 
you ſhall never marry any Man; and you had as good 


let me do yoti a Kindneſs as a Stranger. 
Ori. Sir, you're a— a 
Mir. What am I, Miſtreſs ? 
Ori. A Villain, Sir? 


As you 
have Variety of Vanities to make Coxcombs of us; ſo 


—_— —— .. ————— — . 
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Caſions. 
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fir. I'm glad ont. =I never knew an honeſt 


Fellow in iny Life, but was a Villain upon theſe Oc- 
-—Ha'n't you drawn your ſelf now into a 
very pretty Dilemma? Ha, ha, ha; the poor Lady has 
made a Vow of Virginity, when ſhe thought of ma- 


king a Vow for the contrary, Was ever poor Woman 


fo cheated into Chaſtity ? 
Ori. Sir, my Fortune is equal to yours, my Friends 


as powerful, and both ſhall be put to the Teſt, to do me 


Jaſtice. 
Mir. What! you'll force me to marry you, wil ye ? 
Ori. Sir, the Law ſhall. | 


Mir. But the Law can't ores me to do any thing elſe, 
can it ? 

Ori. Pſhaw, I deſpiſe thee, —Movſter, | 

Mir. Kiſs and be Friends then Don't cry, Child, 
and you ſhall have your Sugar plumb - Come, 
Madam, d'ye think I could be fo unreaſonable as to 
make you faſt all your Life long? No, I did but jeſt, 
you ſhall have your Liberty ; here, take Your 1 
and give me mine. 

Ori. No, I won't. 

Mir. Eh! What is the Girl a Fool? 

Ori. No, Sir, you ſhall find me cunning enough to 
do my ſelf Juſtice; and ſince I muſt not depend upon 
your Love, I'Il be reveng'd, and force you to marry me 
out of ſpight. 


Mir. Then I'll beat thee out of ſpight ; and make a 
moſt confounded Huſband, 

Ori. O Sir, I ſhall match ye: A good Huſband makes 
a i good Wife at any time. 

Mir. I'll rattle down your China about your Ears. 

Ori. And I'll rattle about the cop to run you in Debt 


far more. 


Mir. Your Face- mending Toylet ſhall fly out of the 


Window. 


Ori, And your Face-mending Periwig ſhall fly af- 
ter it. 


Mir. PI tear the Furbelow off your Clothes, and 
0 ne when 
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when you ſwoon for Vexation, you ſha'n't have a penny 
to buy a Bottle of Harts-horn. | 
Ori And you, Ts ſhall have Harts- horn in abun- 
dance. 

Mir. Pl keep as many Miſtreſſes as I have Conch- 
Horles. . 

Ori. And I'll keep as many Gallants as you have 
Grooms. 

Mir. T'll lie with your Woman before your Face. 

Ori. Have a care of your Valet behind your Back. 

Mir. But, ſweet Madam, there is ſuch a thing as a 
Divorce. 

Ori. But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a thing; as Alimony, 
fo divorce on, and ſpare not. Exit. 

Mir. Ay, that ſeparate Maintenance'is the Devil 
there's. their Rufuge— o' my Conſcience, one wou'd 
take Cuckoldom for a meritorious Action, becauſe the 
opens are eſo nr ne for't. 


„ | TO 
CTSCANE chags.telerp Parlur in th 
Jame Houſe. 335 
n Enter Duretete and Petit. 


Dur. And ſhe's mighty peeviſh, you ſay * 

Pet. O Sir, the has a Tongue as long as my 
and 7 * ſo crabbedly, you wou « think the always 
ſpoke Welßz. 

Dur That's an odd Language, 3 for her 
Philoſophy. 

Pes. But ſometimes ſhe will fit you half a Day without 
ſpeaking a Word, and talk Oracles ail the while by 
the Wrinkles of her F orehead, and the Motions of her 
Eye-brows. ' 

Dur. Nay, I ſhall hatch os in N Ogles, 
faith; that's my Talent: 1 can talk belt. you muſt 
know, when I ſay nothing. 151 

Pet. But d'ye ever laugh, Sir ? 

Dar. Laugh | Won't the endure laughing ? J 


Pet. 
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Pes. Why ſhe's a Critick, Sir, ſhe hates a Jeſt, for 
fear it ſhould pleaſe her; and nothing keeps her in 
Humour but what gives her the Spleen. And then 


for Logick, and all that, you know 


Dar. Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, I have been practiſing 
hard Words, and no Senſe, this Hour to entertain 
„ 

Pet. Then place your ſelf behind this Screen, that 
you may have a View of her Behaviour before you 
begin. 

Dur. IT long to engage her, left I ſhou'd forget my 
Leſſon. 

Pet. Here ſhe comes, Sir, I muſt fly. 

12 xit Pet. and Dur, fands peeping behind the nein. 


Enter Biſarre and Maid. 


2 * [ith a Book] Paw, hang Books, they four 
emper, ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin our Complexions. 
[Throws away the Book, 
Dur. Eh! The Devil ſuch a Word there is in all 
Aristotle. 
 Bif. Come, Wench, let's be free, call in the MM 
there's no _ near us. 


Enter Fidler. 


Dar. Wou'd to the Lord there was not. | 
Bi/. Here, Friend, a Minuet !—quicker Time; ba 
wou'd we had a Man or two. 
Dur. [Stealing away.) You ſhall have the Devil 
ſooner, my dear dancing Philoſopher. 
. _ Biſi Uds my Life! Here's one. 
| [Runs to Dur. and hates him back, 
Dur. Is all my learn'd Preparation come to this? 
1 Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good 
Boy you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one 
———Come, ſtrike up I know you dance well, Sir, 
you're finely ſhap'd for't——Come, come, Sir; quick, 
quick, you miſs the Time elle. | 
Dur. But, Madam, I come to talk with you. 


EN 
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4 Bif. Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, 
come. 
Dar. But we were talking of Dialecticks. 
1 Bi. Hang DialeQticks--— Mind the Time. —quicker, 
11 Sirrah, [Te the Fidler] Come, ———and how d'ye find 
1 your ſelf now, Sir? 
Dun. In a fine breathing Sweat, Doctor. 


— 
* <+ r * 
* 3 


| Bi. All the better, Patient, all the better; 

7 Come, Sir, ſing now, ſing, I know you fing well; 
| { ſee you have a ſinging Face; a heavy dull Sonato 
Face. 

p Dur. Who, [ fing ? 

Biſ. O you're modeſt, Sir———but come, ſit down, 
; 


dloſer, cloſer. Here, a Bottle Wine 
ta, la, lay; ſing, Sir. 


Come, Sir, 


1 

ee 

4 — 9 RY — 
F * 


i Dur. But, Madam, I came to talk with you. 

1 6. O Sir, you ſhall drink firſt, Come, fill me a 
Bumper here, Sir, bleſs the King. 
Dur. Wou'd I were out of his Dominions. By 
this Light, ſhe'll make me drunk too. 

Bi O pardon me, Sir, you ſhall do me right, fill it 
higher. Now, Sir, can you drink a Healch under 
your Leg? 

Dur. Rare Philoſophy that, Faith. 

Bi. Come, off with it to the Bottom. Now, 
how d'ye like me, Sir? 

Dur. O, mighty well, Madam. 

Bi. You ſee how. a Woman' s Fancy. varies, ſome- 
times ſplenetick and heavy, then gay and frolickſome. 
And how d'ye like the Humour ? 

Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer you, 
for J am heartily tir'd. 

Biſ. Fye upon't; a young Man, and tir'd ! up for 
ſhame, and walk about, Action becomes us a little 
faſter, Sir What d'ye think now of my Lady La 
Pale, and Lady Coquet, the Duke's fair Daughter ? 
Ha! Are they not briſk Laſſes? Then there is BAS 
Mrs. Bellair, and Brown Mrs. Bellface. 

Dur. They are all Strangers to me, Madam. 
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Bi. But let me tell you, Sir, that brown is not al- 
ways deſpicable O Lard, Sir, if young Mrs. Ba- 
gatell had kept her ſelf ſingle "tall this time o'Day, 
what a Beauty there had been! And then, you know, 
the charming Mrs. Mozkeylove, the fair Gem of St. 
 Germeins. 

Dur. Upon my Soul, [ don't. | 

Bi. And then you muſt have heard of the Engl: 72 
B Spleenamore, how unlike a Gentelman= 

Dur. Hey———not a Syllable on't, as I hope to be 
ſaved, Madam. 

Pil. No! Why then play me a Jig. Come, Sir. 

Dur. By this Light 1 cannot; faith, Madam, I have. 
ſprain'd my Leg. | 
 Bi/. Then fit you down, Sir? and now tell me what's 
your Buſineſs with me? What's your Errand? Quick, 
quick, diſpatch Odſo, may be you are ſome Gen- 
tleman's Servant, that has brought me a 1 or a 
Haunch of Veniſon. 

Dur. Sdeath, Madam, do I look like a Carrier; 

Biſ. O; cry you Mercy, I faw.you juſt now, I milſ- 
took you, upon my Word ; you are one of the travelling 
Gentlemen and pray, Sir, how do all our impudent 
Friends in Italy. | 
Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with a more 
| ſerious Intention than your nnn, has an- 
ſwer'd. 

Biſ. Sir, your Intention of waiting on me was i the 
greateſt Affront imaginable, how' er your Expreſſions 
may turn it to a Complement: Your Viſit, Sir, was 
intended as a Prologue to a very ſcurvy Play, of which 
Mr. Mirabel and you ſo handſomely laid the Plot 
Marry ! No, ne, Im a Man of more Honour. Where 8 
your Honour? Where's your Courage now ? Ads my 
Life, Sir, I have a great Mind to kick you ——— 
Go, go to your Fellow-Rake now, rail at my Sex 
and get drunk for Vexation, and write a Lampoon 
— But 1 muſt have you to know Sir, that my 
| Reputation is above the Scandal of a Libel, my Vir- 


1 lobt cuz aggrov'd. to thoſe whoſe Opinion, i * 
IK B 5 | my 
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my Intereſt : And for the reſt, let them talk what they 
will; 'for when I pleaſe I'll be what J pleaſe, in ſpight 
© of you and all Mankind; and ſo my dear Man of Honour, 
i if you be tir'd, con over this TOY and fit there till I 

| -come to you. [Runs off. 
Dar. Tum ti dum. [Sing s. 
Life: I hawe a great mind ts Zi you! Oons and 


\Confuſion ! [Starts up.] Was ever Man fo abus d 
AY, m7; wah vo me on. 


gp 45 Petit. 
Pet. Well, Sir, how d' ye find your ſelf? 
De. You:Son of a be. ey'd Whore, d'ye come to 
abuſe n me? I'll kick you with a Vengeance, you Dog. 
Treat: runs ff and Dar. after bim. 


Old Mirabel and the Nos 


O B, come hither, Bob. 

Mir. Your Pleaſure, Sir ? 

Old Mir. Are not you a great Rogue, Sirrah ? 
Mir. That's a little out of my Comprehenſion, Sir, 
for I've heard ſay, that T reſemble my Father. 

Old Mir. Your Father is your very humble Slave--— 
I tell thee what, Child, thou art a very pretty Fellow, 


o Mir. 


I hate the mortally. 
Mir. Villain, Sir! Then I muſt be a very impudent 


one, for I can't recollect any Paſſage of my Life that 
Im aſham'd of. 


Ola Mir. Come hither, my dear Friend; dot ſee this 
 Pifture ? 


Mir 5 


2 
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Ha, ha, ha, Ads my 


And I Jove thee heartily ; ; and a very great Villain, and 


© hews him a little Pieture, 
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Mir: Oriana's? Pſhaw! 


Bob, dear Bob, prithee come hither now - 


want any Money, Child? 


Mir. No, Sir. 

Old Mir. Why then here's ſome for thee ; come here 
now How canſt thou be ſo hard-hearted, an 
urmatural, unmannerly Raſcal (don't miſtake me, Child, 
I a'n't angry) as to abuſe this tender, lovely, good-na- 
tur'd dear | Rogue ?—— uWby, ſhe ſighs for thee, 
and cries for thee, pouts for: thee, and ſnubs far thee, 
the poor little Heart of it is like to burſt ———— 
Come, my dear Boy, be good-natur'd like your nown 
Father, be now and then ſee here, read this 
——he Effigies of. the lovely Oriana, with, ten 
thouſand Pound to her Portion ten thouſand Pound 


you Dog; ten thouſand Pound you Rogue; how dare 


you refuſe a Lady with ten thouſand Pound, Yau impu- 
dent Raſcal ? B 

Mir. Will you hear me 8 Sir! ? 5 
Old Mir. Hear you ſpeak, Sir! If you had ten 
thouſand Tongues, you cou'd not out-talk ten thouſand 
Pound, Sir. 

Mir. Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me T'll- be gone, 
Sir! I'll take Poſt for Italy this Moment. 

Old Mir. Ah! the Fellow knows I won't part with 


1 Well, Sir, what have you to ſay? 


Mir. The univerſal Reception, Sir, that Marriage 


has had in the World, is enough to fix it for a pub- 


ſtruments, ſo 


lick Good, and to draw every body into the Common 
Cauſe; but there . ſome Conſtitutions like ſome In- 
y ſingular, that they make tole- 


rable Muſick by — but never do well in a 
Conſort. 


Old + Mir. Why. this 15 Reaſon, 1 muſt conſels, but 


yet tis Nonſenſe too; for tho you ſhou'd reaſon like 


an Angel, if you . ſelf out of a good 1 
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Mir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with 
the Riches of Cre/us, you leave me but a Beggar for 
want of my Liberty. 

Old Mir. Was ever ſuch a perearts Fool heard ? 
Sdeath, Sir, why did I give you Education ? was it to 
diſpute me out of my Senſes ? Of what Colour now is 
the Head of this Cane? You'll ſay 'tis white, and, ten 
to one make me believe it too — I thought that 
young Fellows ſtudy'd to get Money. 18 

Mir. No, Sir, I have ſtudy'd to deſpiſe it; my 
Reading was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir. 

Old Mir. There he has me agen now. But, Sir, did 
not I marry to oblige you? 

Mir. To oblige me, Sir, in what reſpect pray? 

Old Mir. Why, to bring you into the World, Sir; 
wa'n't that an Obligation ? 

Mir. And becauſe I wou'd have it ſtill an Oe, 
T avoid Marriage. 

Oid Mir. How is that, Sir? 
Mir. Becauſe I wou ou'd not curſe the Hour I was 
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Old Mir. Look'e, Friend, you may perſuade me out 
of my Deſigns, but I'll command you out of yours; 
and tho* you may convince my Reaſon that you are 

in the right, yet there is an old Attendant of Sixty - 
his: call'd Poſitiveneſs, which you nor all the Wits 
in Italy ſhall ever be able to ſhake ; ſo, Sir, you're | 
'a Wit, and I'm a Father; you may talk, but PI be 

obey'd. 
ur. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman 
than the Father; they firſt give us Breeding that they 
don't underſtand, then they turn us out of Doors 'cauſe 
we are wiſer than themſelves. But I'm a little afore- 
hand with the old Gentleman. [ Aſide.] Sir, you have 
deen pleaſed to ſettle a thouſand Pound Sterling a Year 
upon me; in return of which, I have a very great Ho- 
nour for you and your Family, and ſhall take care that 
your only and beloved Son ſhall do nothing to make 
kim hate his Father, or to hang himſelf, So, dear Sir, 
I's your very humble Servant. [ Runs off. 
Ola 
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| oo Mir. Here, Sirrab, Rogue, Bab, Villain! 


Enter Dugard. 


Dag. Ah, Sir, tis but what he deſerves. bo. 
Old. Mir. Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve it: what 
have you to ſay againſt my Poy, Sir? 

Dug. I ſhall only repeat your own Words. 

0% Mir. What have you to do with my Words? I 
have ſwallow'd my Words already, J have eaten them 
up, and how can you come at em, Sir ? : 

Dug. Very eallly, Sir: Tis but mentioning. your 
injur'd Ward, and you will throw them up again im- 
mediately. 

Old Mir. Sir, your Siſter was a fooliſh young Flirt to 
truſt any ſuch young, deceitful, rake-helly Rogue, like 
him. 

Dug. Cry you Mercy, old amen I thought v we 
ſhou'd have the Words again. | 

Old Mir. And what then? Tis the way with young 
Fellows to flight old Gentlemen's Words, you never 
mind *em when you ought. J fay, that Bob's an 
- honeſt Fellow, and who dares deny it? 


Enter Biſarre. 


Bi/. That dare I, Sir: — 1 ſay, that your Son 
is a wild, foppiſn, whimſical, impertinent Coxcomb z 
and were I abus'd as this Gentieman s Siſter is, I wud 
make it an 7talian Quarrel, and poiſon the whole Fa- 
_—_ 

Dug. Come, Sir, tis no tine for trifling, my Siſter 
is abus d; you. are made ſenſible of the Affront, and 
your Honour 3 is concern'd to ſee her redreſs c. 

Old Mir. Look'e, Mr. Dugard, good Words 80 far- 
theſt. I will do your Siſter Juſtice, but it muſt be after 
my own rate, no body muſt abuſe my Son but my ſelf. 
For altho' Robin be a 1 Dog, yet he's no body's Puppy | 
but my own. 

Bif. Ay, that's my ſweet- re kind old Gentle- 
man L heedling him.] We wil by. good N if 
you'll join with us in the Plot. at AR "8 
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Old M. Ah, you -coaxing young 3 what 
Plot can you have to wheedle a Fellow of Sixty three ? 

Bi/. A Plot that Sixty three is only good for, to 
bring other People together, Sir; a Sn Plot leſs 
dangerous than that of Eighty eight, and you muſt act 
the Spaniard cauſe your Son will leaſt ſuſpect you; and 
if he ſhou'd, your Authority protects you from a Quar- 
rel, to which Oriana is unwilling 'to expoſe her Brother. 

- "Old Mir. And wg yur will you at in the Buſineſs, 
15 ? 
B. Myſelf, Sir; ; A Friend is grown a perfect 
Changeling: theſe fooliſh Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads 
preſently ; the Fellows no ſooner turn Knaves, but we 
turn Fools: But I am ſtill myſelf, and he may expect 
the moſt ſevere Uſage from me, cauſe, I neither love 
r nor hate him. [ Exit. 
' ON Mir. Well ſaid, Mrs. Paradox; but, Sir, who 
muſt open the Matter to him: 

"Dug. Petit, Sir, who is our Engineer General, And 
here 10 comes. 


45 * 2 


Enter n 
Pet. O Sir, more Diſcoveries3 are all Friends about 


2. Ay, ay, ſpeak EL TE ELLE 

74 $f muſt know, Sir ds my Life, 

1a out of Breath ; you muft bor. Sr, you muſt 
k nov 

Old Mir. What ho Devil muſt we know, Sir? 

Pet. That J have, [Pants and blows.) brib 'd, Sir. 


brib' d- your Son's Secretary or State. | 
Old Mir. Secretary of State ! = — who's that, Ter 
Heaven's Sake? 


Pet. His Valet-de- Chambre, Sir Yao mul ko; 
Sir, that the Intrigue lay folded up with bis Maſter's 
Clothes, and when he went to duſt the Embroider'd Suit, 
the Secret flew out of the. right Pocket of his Coat, 
in a whole ſwarm of your Crambo Ps mort footed 


* 


"Oltes, and long leggd Pindarieks. 1 AT 
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Pet. Ah, Sir, he has lov'd ber all along; there was 
Oriana in every Line, but he hates Marriage: Now, 
Sir, this Plot will ſtir up his Jealouſy, and we wal know 
by the Strength of that how to proceed farther. 
Come, Sir, let's about it with Speed. EA” 
"Tis Expedition gives our King the Sway; 
For Expedition too the French give way; * 
Swift! to attack, or ſwift — to'run away, Leas 


Enter Mirabel and Biſarre, paſſing ail by one 


another. 


"tit Ade. I wonder what ſhe can ſee in this Fel 
low to like him? 

Mir. [Af] I wonder what * Friend can ſee. in 
this Girl to admire her? 

Biſ. [Afede}- A wild, foppiſn, extravagant Rake · hell. 

Mir. ¶Aſide] A light, whimſical, "ITY Mad - 
8 

Biſ. Whom do you mean, Sir? 

Mir. Whom do you mean, Madam! 

Biſ. A Fellow that has nothing left to re-eſtabliſh him 
for a human Creature, but a prudent Nein to bang 
himſelf. 

Mir. There is a Way; Madam, to o force 1 me to that 
-Refolution, | - 991 ee 

Bif. I'll do't with all my Heart. 

Mir. Then you muſt marry me. 

_ Bi, Look'e, Sir, don't think your ill Mangets to me 

ſhall excuſe your ill Uſage of my Frierd ; nor by fixing 
a Quarrel here, to divert my Zeal for the abſent; for 
I'm reſolv'd, nay, I come prepar d to make you a Pa- 
negyrick, that ſhall mortify mw Pride: . modern 
Dedication. | | 

Mir. And I; Madam, like a true W Nane ſhall 
hardly give you Thanks for your Trouble. 

Bi. Come, Sir, to let you ſee what little Founda- 
tion you have for your dear . I'll take you 
to . 

Mir, 


= 
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Mir. And what Piece will you hs: | 

Biſ. Your Heart, to be ſure ;_ cauſe I ſhou'd _ pre- 
ſently rid on't ; your Courage I wou'd give to a Hector, 
your Wit to a lewd Play-maker, your Honour to an 
Attorney, your Body. to the Phyſicians, and your Soul 
to its Maſter. 

Mir. J had the oddeſt Dream laſt Night of the Dut- 
cheſs: of Burgundy ; methought the Furbelows of her 
_ Gown were pinned up ſo high behind, that I cou'd 
not ſee her Head for her Tail. 

Bi/. The Creature don't mind me ! do you think, 
Sir, that your humourous Impertinence can divert me ? 
No, Sir, I'm above any Pleaſure that you can give, 
but that of ſeeing you miſerable. And mark me, Sir, 
my Friend, my ord Friend ſhall yet be doubly happy, 
and you ſhall be a Huſband as much as the Rites of 
re F. wt and the Breach of em can make you. 

e Mir. pulls out a Virgil, and reads to 2 


awhile foe ſpeaks.] 
Mir. [Reading] At Regina dolos, ¶ quis fallere oft 


amantem ? } 
Diffimulare etiam herd ſi, fer fide tantum [Very true. KJ 
we No. 


By your Favour, Friend Virgil, twas but a raſcally 


Trick of your Hero to foriake poor Pug ſo inhu- 
manly. | 


Bi. I don't know what « to ſay to him. The Devil 


what's Virgil to us, Sir? 

Mir. Very much, Madam, the moſt appropo in the 
World for, what ſhou'd I chop upon, but the very 
Place where the perjur'd Rogue of a Lover and the 
forſaken Lady are battling it Tooth and Nail. Come, 


Madam, ſpend your Spirits no longer, we'll take an 


eaſier Method: I'll be Zncas now, and you ſhall be 
be and we'll rail by Book. Now for you, Madam 
ide | 4 91 
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Nec te noſter amor, nec te data dextera e - 
Nec Moritura tenet crudeli Fu N | 
Ah, poor Dias ! tet [ Looking at ber: 


Bi Rudeneſs, Affronts, Impatience I cou'd almoſt 
ſtart out even to Manhood, and want but a Weapon as 
long as his to fight him upon the Spot. What ſhall I 
fay ? 
Mir. Now he rants. 


Quer qui bs anteferam jam i am nec Maxima Juno. 


Biſ. A Man! No, the Woman s Birth was Wn 
away. 
Mir. Right, 3 Madam, the very Words. 
Bi/. And ſome pernicious Elf left in the Cradle with 
human Shape to palliate growing Miſchief. 
[Both Speak together, and raiſe their Voices by . 


Mir. Per fide, ſed duris genuit te Cautibus . 
Caucaſus, Hyrcanæ ue admorunt Ubera Tigres. 


Biſ. Go, Sir, fly to your Midnight Revels. 
Mir. [Excellent.] 7 are Taliam ventis, pete 9 
per undas, 
Spero equidim medtis, f quid pia Numina polſunt. 
+ Oy” api, | 


855 Converſe with Imps of Darkiels of your Make, 
your Nature farts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the touch 
of Virtue. Now the Devil take his Impudence, he 
vexes me ſo, I don't know whether to cry or laugh ay 

him. * 

Mir. Bravely perform'd, my dear Libyan; III 
write the Tragedy of Dido, and you ſhall act the Part: 
But you do nothing at all, unleſs you fret yourſelf 
into a Fit; for here the poor Lady is ſtifled with Va- 
- Pours, drops into the Arms of her Maids; and wel 
cru 


D Ie oe urns USE 


* 
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cruel, berbarous, deceitful Wanderer, is in the very 
next Line call'd Pius En There's Authority 
eee „ 
Sorry indeed PIER ſtood „ 
.* , To ſee her in a Pout; _ 5 
But Jode himſelf, who ne'er thought rood ! 
To ſtay a ſecond Bout, AS 
Commands him off with all his Crew, 
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. 1 Runs &f. 


Biſ. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, geccltfl, agree- 
able Fellow. O' my Conſcience I muſt excuſe Ovi 
ana. 

That Lover ſoon his angry Fair difarms, © © | 

Whole Slighting pleaſes, and whoſe Faults are Charms, 


ate Petit, runs about to every Door, ai? knocks, 


Per. Mr. Mirabel] Sir, where are you?. no where 
to be found ? 


r =. hoes” +1 
Mir. What's the Matter, Petit? „ | 
Pet. _ Moſt critically met.——<——Ah, Sir, 4 that -one 


who has follow'd the Game fo long, and brought the 
poor Hare juſt under his Paus ſhould let a Mungrel 
Cur chop in, and run away with the Puſs. 

Mir. If your Worſhip can get out of your Allegories, 
be pleas'd to tell me in three Words what you mean. 
Het. Plain, plain, Sir. "Your Miſes, and mine is 

poing to be marry d. 

Mir. I believe you lye, Sir. 

1 Pet. Youi humble Servant, Sir. Going. 

Mir. Come hither, Petit. Marry'd, ſay you? 
Pet. No Sir, tis no Matter; I only thought to do 
you a. Service, but 1 ſhall take Care how a confer 
my Favours for the future. 

Fi: . 1 A ten cdu Pardons. 

s | | [Boing Jos. 


+ * 
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"Pct. Tis enough, Sir, I come to tell you, Sir, 

"that Oriana is this Moment to be ie mnarry?d 
- paſt Redemption. 

Mir. I ins has, ſhe'll take a Huſband out bf 
Spight to me, and then out of Love to me ſhe will 
make him a Cuckold; tis 8 with Women to 
marry one Perſon for the Sake of another, and to 
throw themſelves into the Arms of one they hate, to 
ſecure their Pleaſure with the Mien they love. But who 
is the happy Man: Re, | 

Pet. A Lord, S 

Mir. I'm her Ladyſhip's mot . Sahne 3 
a Train and a Title, hey! Room for my Lady's Coach, 
a Front- row in the Bor for her Ladyſhip; Lights, 
Lights for her Honour Now muſt I be a con- 
ſtant Attender at my Lord's Levee, to work my Way 
to my _— Couchee———a Counteſs, I preſume, 
Sir.— a 

Pet. At Spaniſh Count, Sir, that Mr. Dugard knew 
abroad, is come to Paris, ſaw your Miſtreſs: Yeſterday, 
marries her To- day, and was hee: into N To- 
morroc . | 
Mir. Ay, is it ſo? — muſt 1 bello my Cuelcold — 
over the Pyrenees ? Had ſhe married within the Preeincts I 
of a Billet-deax, I wou'd be the Man to lead her to 

Church; but as it happens, IL'II b the ms. 
Where is this mighty Doin? 

Pet. Have à Care, Sir, he's a rough "coals ara 4 
Piece, and there's no tampering with him; \wou'd you 
apply to Mr. Dugard, or the Lady herſelf, ſomething 
might be done, for it is in Deſpight to you, that the 
Buſineſs is carry'd ſo haſtily. o, yo: here he 


eam. I melt. be gone... [Erxit. 
E. nter Ola Mir. dreſi'd in a Spaniſh Habit, leading 
Oriana. t; 


+ bit: Good my Lord, a nobler . had better 
ſuited your Lordſhip's Merit. My Perſon, Rank, and 
Circumſtance, expoſe me as the publick Theme of 


W and ſubject me to ſo injurious | "IC my 
Lord, 
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Lord, that I can lay no Claim to any Part of your Re- 


- gard, except your Pity. 


Ola Mir. Breathes he vital Air, that dares preſume 


With rude Behaviour to profane ſuch. Excellence? 
Shew me the Man 82 
And you ſhall ſee how my ſudden Revenge 6 

Shall fall upon the Head of ſuch Preſumption. 

Is this Thing one ? 


nn up to Mirabel. 

S, / | 

Ori. Good my Lord. 

Old Mir. If he, or any he! + 

Ori. Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman's a a Stranger. 
Old Mir, O your Pardon, Sir but if you had 
remember, Sir — the Lady now is mine, her Injuries 
are mine; therefore, Sir, you underſtand me — Come, 
Madam. | Lead: Oriana to the Door, ſhe 
2 IE goes off, Mir. runs to his Father, 
and pulls him by the Sleeve. 


Mir. E coute, Monficur Le Count. 


Old Mir. Your rde Sir? 

Mir. Boh! X 
Old Mir. Boh! What Language i is that, Sir? 
Mir. Spaniſh, My Lord. 


| + Old Mir. What d'ye mean ? | 
Mir. This, Sir. Trips up his Heels. 


Old Mir. A very conciſe Quarrel, truly——I'll m_ 


| him. ee eee Seigneur, give me fair Play. 


[Offering to Pie. 

"Mir. By all Means, Sir, [Takes away his Sword.) 
Now Seigneur, where's that bombaſt Look, and fuſtian 
Face your Countſhip wore juſt now? 

[ Strikes "FR 

Old Mir. The Rogue quarrels well, very well, my 
own Son right ! — But hold, Sirrah, no more Jeſting ; 
I'm your Father, Sir, your Father: 

Mir. My Father ! Then by this Ligks I cou'd find 
in my Heart to pay thee. [Aide] Is the Fellow mad? 
Why ſure, Sir," 1 ha'n't frighted you out of your 
Senſes ? 

Old Mir. But you have, Sir. 
$ +” Mir. 
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- Mir. Then I'll beat them into you again. 


[Offers to ftrike him. ; 
- Bob, dear Bob, don't 


oli Mir. Why Rogue 
you know me, Child ? 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellow's downright diſtracted : 
Thou Miracle of Impudence] wou'dſt thou make me 
believe that ſuch a grave Gentleman as my Father 
wou'd go a Maſquerading thus? That a Perſon of 
threeſcore and three wou'd run about in a Fool's Coat 


to diſgrace. himſelf and Family? Why, you impudent 


Villain, do you think I will ſuffer ſuch an Affront to 
paſs upon my honour'd Father, my worthy Father, my 
dear Father? *Sdeath, Sir, mention my Father but once 
again, and I'll ſend your Soul to thy Grandfather this 
Minute! [Offering to flab him... 

Old Mir. Well, well, I am not your Father. : 

Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the ſaucy, bectoring | 
Spaniard, and I'll uſe you accordingly. 

Old Mir. The Devil take the Spaniards, Sir, we 
have all got nothing but Blows ſince we 8 to ace 


their Part. 


Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs to 
Mirabel, he reft to the Old Gentleman. | 


Dug. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your Father ! 
Me. My Father! What is the whole Family mad? 
Give me Way, Sir, I won't be held. | 
Old Mir. No? nor I neither; let me be gone, pray. 

| [0 ering to go. 
Mir. My Father! | | 
Old Mir. Ay, you Dog's Face! I am your Father, 


for I have bore as much for thee, as your Mother ever 


did. | 
Mir. O ho! then his is Trick, it ſcems a De- 
ſign, a Contrivance, a Stratagem Oh! how my 
Bones axe! 


Oli Mir. Your Bones, Sirrah, why. yours? 
Mir. Why, Sir, ha'n't I been beating my own Fleſh 
and Blood all this while? O Madam, [To Oriana.} I 
| with 
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own creating. 


wiſh your Ladyſhip Joy of your new Dignity, Here 
was a Contrivance indeed. 

Pet, The Contrivance was well Gogh? Sir, for they 
impos'd upon us all. 

Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don Quixot 
battle for you bravely ? My Father will anſwer for 
the Force of my Love. 

Ori. Pray, Sir. don t inſult the Misfortunes of your 


Dug. My Prudence will be counted Cownrdice; if I 
ſtand tamely now. [ Comes up between Mirabel au- 
hrs Sifter.] Well, Sir! 1 

Mir. Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of your 8 
Tenants, Sir, that you put on your Landlord Face at 
me ? "2 

Dug. On what Preſumption, Sir, dare you ame © 
thus? I Draa. 1 
Old Mir. What's that to you, Sir. [Draws. A 
Per. Help, help, the Lady faints. 6 

| [Oriana falls into her Maids Arms, 
Mir. Vapours! Vapours! ſhe'll come to herſelf ; 


If it be an angry Fit, a Dram of Aa Fœtida If 
Jealouſy, Harts-horn in Water If the Mother, 
burnt Feathers—— 1f Grief, Ratifia If it be ſtrait 


Stays, or Corns, there's nothing like a Dram of plain 
Brandy. . 
Ori. Hold off, give me Air O my Brother, 
wou'd you preſerve my Life, 1 not your own ; 
wou'd you defend my Reputation, leave it to itſelf; 
tis a dear Vindication that's purchas'd by the Sword; 
for tho? our Champion prove victorious, yet our Ho- 
nour is wounded, £ 
"Old Mir. Ay, and ou Lover may be wounded, 
that's another Thing. But I think you are pretty briſk | 
again, my Child. i 
Ori. Ay, Sir, my Indiſpoſition was only a Pretence 
to divert the Quarrel ; the capricious Taſte of your 2 
Sex, excuſes this Artifice in ours. | | 


and ſo bring him about to declare himfelf? 


We'll about it immediately. | | We:  [Exeutty 
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1 or often, when our chief Perfe@tions Sa 
Our 0 Defects with: fooliſh Men prevail.” [ Exit. 


Pet. Come, Mr. Dugard, take Courage, there is a 
way ſtill left to fetch him again. 

Old Mir. Sir, wi have no Plot that has any Rela- 
_ to Spare 

I ſcorn all Artiſce whatſoever ; 2000 Sword ſhalt 

do hes Juſtice. 0 

Pet. Pretty Jattice, truly Suppoſe you run * 
thro' the Body; gp run her thro? the Heart at the 
ſame time. 

Old Mir. And me thro' the Wied 70 Sword, 
Sir, we'll have Plots; come, Petit, let's hear. 

Pit. What if the pretended: to go into a a Nunnery; 


Dug. That I muſt confeſs has a Face. ** 
Old Mir. Face ! A Face like an Angel, Sir, Ad's 
my Life, Sir, tis the moſt beautiful Plot i in Chriſtendom, 


SCENE, the Street) + 


."Danalote ** . 


Dur. U a Paſſion.) And tho” I can't dn ao 
ſing, nor talk like you, yet I can fight, vo know 
1 can, Sir. 

Mir. I know thou canſt, Man. 7970 

Dur. Sdeath, Sir, and Iwill: Let me ſee the proudeſt 
Man alive make a Jeſt of me! | 

Mir. But I'll engage to make you amen 4 

Dur. Dane'd to Death! Baited like n Bear Ridicul's 1 
chreutswd- 40 be kiek id! Confuſion! Sir, you fet me 
on, and I will have Satisfaction; all Mankind will ee 
at me. 

Mir. [4fd:) 1 muſt give this Thunderbolt foie 
Paſſage, or *twill break upon my own Head 


Look e, Duretete, what do theſe Gentlemen laugh 


= Enter 
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Enter two Gentlemen. 

Der, At. me, to be ſure Sir, what made you 
Hook at me ? 

- 1 Ger. You're miſtaken, Sir, 11 we were merry, we 
had a private Reaſon. 

2 Gen. Sir we don't know you. 

Dur. Sir, I'll make you know me; mark and obſerve 
me, I won't be nam'd; it ſhan't be mention'd, not even 
whiſper'd in your Prayers at Church. S'death, Sir, d'ye 
. 

1 Gen. Not J, upon my Word. | 

Dur. Why then, look grave as an Owl in a Barn, 
or a Fryer with his Crown a ſhaving. 

Mir. ¶ Afide to the Gent.) Don't be bully'd out of your 
Humour, Gentlemen ; the Fellow's mad, _ at him, 
and I'll ſtand by you. | 

1 Gen. I- gad and ſo we will. 

orb. Ha, ha, ha. 

Dur. Very pretty. [Draws] She threaten'd to kick 
me. Ay, then, you Dogs, I'll murder ye. [ Fights, 

and bears them off, Mir. runs over to his Side. 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Duretete, there you 
had him, noble Captain? ; hey, they run, they run, 
Vittoria, Victoria Ha, ha, ha how happy 
am I in an excellent Friend ! Tell me of your Virtuoſo's 
and Men of Senſe, a parcel of ſour-fac'd ſplenetick 
Rogues——a Man of my thin Conſtitution! ſhou'd 
never want a Fool in his Company: I don't affect your 
line things that improve the Underſtanding, but hearty 
laughing to fatten my Carcaſe : And in my Conſcience, 
a Man of Senſe is as melancholy without a Coxcomb, 
as a Lion without a Jackall; he hunts for our Diverſion, 


ſtarts Game for our er and nr feeds us with 


Pleaſure. 


I hate the Man who makes Acquaintance nice, 
And ſtill diſcreetly plagues me with Advice; 
Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, 
And muſt give — for whate'er he ſays. 


4 
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The Man, indeed, whoſe Converſe is ſo full, 

Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull : 

Give me the careleſs Rogue, who never thinks, 

That plays the Fool as freely as he drinks. 

Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, 

But one that Nature, not his Wants have made, 

Who ill is merry, but does ne'er defign it; 

And ſtill is ridicul'd, but ne'er can find it. 

Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beſt ; ts 
And his moſt grave Expreſſion is a Jeſt. [Exit, 


The End of the Third ACT. 


ACT. IV. 
SCENE, Old Mirabel's Houſe 


F nter Old Mirabel and Digi; 


Dug. T* E Lady Abbeſ i is my Relation, and privy 
to the Plot: Your Son has been there, but 
had no Admittance beyond the Privilege of the Grate, 
and there my Siſter refuſed to ſee him. He went off 
more nettled at his Repulſe, than I thought his Gaiety | 
cou'd admit. 
O1d Mir. Ay, ay, this Nunnery will bring him about, | 
I warrant ye. | | 
Enter Duretete. 3 
Dur. Here, where are ye all ? EO! Mr. Mira- 
del, you have done fine things for your Poſterity —— 
And you, Mr. Dugard, may come to anſwer this 
I come to demand my Friend at your Hands; reſtore 
him, Sir, or 70 [To Ola Mir. 
Old Mir. Reſtore him! What d'ye think I have got 
him in my Trunk, or my Pocket 


+ AA O | Dur. 
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FH Dur. Sir, he's mad, and you're the Cauſe on't. 


; 1 Old Mir. That may be; for I was as mad as he when 
1 I begot him. 

5 Dug. Mad, Sir! What d'ye W 

„ | Dur. What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting up your 


TH Siſter yorider, to talk like a Parrot thro* a Cage? 
= Or a Decoy-Duck, to draw others into the Snare? Your 
j Son, Sir, becauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken 
C the World; and in three Words, has 


IH O14 Mir. Hang'd himſelf ! | | 

1 Dur. The very ſame, turn'd Fryer. 

1 Old Mir. Vou lye, Sir, tis ten times worſe. Bob turn'd 
15 Fryer ! Why ſhou'd the Fellow ſhave” bis fooliſh 
1 Crown when the ſame Razor may cut his Throat? 

TH Dur. If you have any Command, or you any Intereſt 
8: over him, loſe not a Minute: He has "thrown himſelf 

Fi into the next Monaſtery, and has order'd me to pay off 

| - - his Servants, and diſcharge his Equipage. 

TH O14 Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out; I'll ſacrifice 

F I the Abbot, if he receives him; I'll try whether the 

1 Spiritual or the Natural Father has the moſt Right to 
it the Child. | But, dear Captain, what has he done 
| f ' with his Eſtate ? * 

TY Dur. Settled it upon the Church, Sir. 

1 Ola Mir. The Church! Nay, then the Devil won't get 
1 him out of their Clutches Ten thouſand Livres 


a Vear upon the Church! *Tis downright Sacrilege. 
come, Gentlemen, all Hands to work; for half 
that Sum, one of | theſe Monaſteries ſhall protect you 


— * 
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Dur. Is your Siſter gone to the Files Repenties p I 
1 tell you, Sir, ſhe's not fit for the Society of t 
15 Maids. 

' 118 Dig. Why fo, Sir? 


1 a Traytor from the Law, a Rebellious Wife from 
| her Huſband,” and a Diſobedient Son from His own 
i Father. © [Bxit. 
| Dug. But will ye perſuade me that he's gone to a 

; Monaſtery * 5 


N 
Dur. 


Nee omen 


Dur. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor t'other; ſhe's too 
old to be a Maid, * too young to repent. 


[Exit Dug. after him. 


SCENE, the Inſide of a Monaſtery ; Oriana in a Nun's 


Habit; Bilarre. 


"OY hope, Biſarre, there 3 is no harm i in n jefling with 
this Religious Habit. 

Biſ. Jo me, the greateſt Jeſt in the Habit, i is taking 
it in earneſt: I don't underſtand this impriſoning People 
with the Keys of Paradiſe, nor the Merit of that Virtue 
which comes by Conſtraint. ———— Beſides, we may 


own. to one another, that we are in the worſt Com- 


pany when among ourſelves; for our private Thoughts 
run-us into thoſe Defires, which our Pride reſiſts from 
the Attacks of the World; and, you may remember, 
the firſt Woman met the Devil when Ls retir d from, 
her dr. 

Ori. But I'm HE ee to 'the Mortifi- 
cation of a Nunnery ; becauſe I fancy the Habit be- 
comes me. 

Biſ. A well. 1 Mortification, truly, that makes 


® a Woman look ten times handſomer than - ſhe did be- 


fore! Ay, my Dear, were there any Religion in 
becoming Dreſs, our Sex's Devotion were rightly. plac'd ; 
for our Toilets wou'd do the Work of the Altar 5 we 


ſhou'd all be Canoniz d. 


Ori. But don't you think there is a great 1 of Me- 
rit in dedicating a beautiful Face and Fen, to the Ser. 
vice of Religion? = 

Biſ. Not half ſe much as devoting em to a pr 7 
Fellow : If our Feminality had no Buſgeſs i in this orld, - 
why was it ſent. hither? Let us dedicate our beautify 


Minds to the Service of Heaven. And for our hand- 
ſome Perſons; they become a Box at the Play, as well 


as a Pew in the Church. | 
Ori. But the Viciſſitude of Fortune, the Inconſtancy 
4 ane with. other Derne of Life, require 


— 5 5 
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ſonie Place of Religion. =_ a Refuge from their Pere. 


cution. 

Bi. Ha, ha, ha, and bs you think there is any De: 
votion in a Fellow's going to Church, when he takes 
it only for a Sanctuary? Don't you know that Religion 
conſiſts in Charity with all Mankind; and that you 
ſhould never think of being Friends with Heaven, till 
you have quarrell'd with all the World. Come, come, 
mind your Buſineſs, Mirabel loves you, tis now plain, 
and hold him to't; give freſh Orders that he ſhan't ſee 
you : We get more by hiding our Faces ſometimes, 
than by expoſing them; a very Maſk, you ſee, whets 
Deſire ; but a pair of keen Eyes thro' an Iron Grate, fire 
double upon em, with View and Diſguiſe. But I muſt 
be gone upon my Affairs, I have brought my Captain 


about again. 


Ori. But why will you trouble yourſelf with that 
Coxcomb ? © 

Bi. Becauſe he is a  Coxcomb ; had I not better have 
a Lover like him, that IT can make an Aſs of, than a 
Lover like yours, to make a Fool. of me. [ Knocking 
below.) A Meſſage from Mirabel, I'll lay my Life. [She 
runs to the Door.) Come hither, Run, thou N 
Nun, come hither. 

Ori. What's the News ? Runs to her.] 

Biſ. Don't you ſee who's below? 

Ori. I fee no body but a Fryer. 

Bi/. Ah! Thou poor blind Cupid O' my Conſci- 


ence, theſe Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads inſtantly ! 


the Fellows no ſooner turn Knaves, than we turn Fools. 
A Fryer! Don't you ſee a villainous genteel Mein under 
that Cloak of Hypocriſy, the looſe careleſs Air of a tall 
Rakehelly Fellow ? 

Ori. As I live, Mirabel turn'd proves I hope; in 
Heaven, he's not in earneſt. 

B. In earneſt: Ha, ha, ha, are you in earneſt ? 
Now's your time; this Diſguiſe has he certainly taken 
for a Paſiport, to get in and try your Reſolutions ; 
ſick to your Habit, to be ſure; treat him with = 

| n, 


dain, rather than Anger; for Pride becomes us more 
than Paſſion: Remember what I fay, if you wou'd 
| yield to Advantage, and hold out the Attack ; to draw 
1 him on, keep him off to be ſure. 


1 Phe cunning Gameſters never gain tos faſt, 
i But bye at firſt, to win the more at laſt, _[Txit, 


Ori. His coming puts me into ſome Ambiguity, I 
don't know how; I don't fear him, but I miſtruſt my- 
ſelf ; wou'd he were not come, yet I wou'd not have 
him gone neither; I'm afraid to talk with him, bat I 
love to ſee him tho”. | 5 


What a range Poxwer has this fantaſtick Fire, 
That makes us dread even what we moſt deſire ! 


Enter Mirabel in Fryer's Habit. 

Mir. Save you, Siſter Your Brother, young 
Lady, having a regard for your Soul's Health, has 
ſent me to prepare you for 'the ſacred Habit by Con- 
feſſion. c | 
Ori. That's falſe, the cloven Foot already. L 
My Brother's Care I own; and to you, ſacred Sir, 
confeſs, that the great crying Sin which I have long 
indulg'd, and now prepare to expiate, was Love, My 
Morning Thoughts, my Evening Prayers, my Daily 
Muſings, Nightly Cares, was Love ! My preſent Peace, 
my future Bliſs, the Joy of Earth, and Hopes of Heaven! 

: I all contemn'd for Love 55 | 
A Mir. She's downright ſtark mad in earneſt ; Death 
FT: and Confuſion, I have loſt-her ! [ 4/de.] You confeſs 
your Fault, Madam, in ſuch moving Terms, that I 
could almoſt be in love with the Sin. e 
Ori. Take care, Sir; Crimes, like Virtues, are 
their own Rewards; my chief Delight became my 
only Grief; he in whoſe Breaſt I thought my Heart 
ſecure, turn'd Robber, and deſpoil'd the Treaſure that 
he kept. "et 
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Mir. Perhaps that Treaſure he eſteems ſo much, 
chat like the MEE, tho? afraid to uſe it, he reſerves 
it-ſafe. 
Ori. No, holy Pacher! who can be Miſer in another 8 
Wealth, that's Prodigal of his own? His Heart was 
Open, ſhar'd'to all he knew, ard what, alas! muſt then 
become of mine! But the ſame Eyes that drew this 
Paſſion in, ſhall ſend it out in Tears, to which now 
hear my Vow. 
Mir. [Difcooering himſelf.) No, my fair Angel, but 
let me repent; here on my Knees behold” the Criminal, 
that vows Repentance his. Ha No Wann _—_ 
her ! 
Ori. This Turn is odd, and the Time bh — 5 that 
ſuch a ſudden Change wou'd have ſurprin d ed into 


- ſome Confuſion. 


Mir. Reſtore that Lan Time, for I am now re- 
tarn'd to myſelf,” for I want but Pardon to deſerve your 
Favour, and here IF fx tilt yo relent and give" it. 

Ori. Groveling ſordid May ; why w6u'd* you act a 
thing to make you kneel, Monarch in yout Pleatufes to 
be Slave to your Faults? Are all the Conqueſts of your 
wandering Sway, your Wit, your Humour, Fortune, all 
reduc'd to the baſe cringing of a bended Knee? Servile 
and Poor! Pray Heaven this Change be rea Aſde. 

Mir. I come not here to juftity my Fault but my 
Submiſſion, for tho* there be a meanneſs in this humble 
Poſture, tis nobler fill to bend when vn Den than 
10 reſiſt Conviction. | 

Ori. No more rx aſt repeated violated Words. 
reproach my weak Belief, tis the ſevereſt Calumny to 
hear thee ſpeak ; that humble Poſture which once cou'd 
rae, now mortifies my Pride; how canſt thou hope for 
Pardon from one that you affront by aſking it? 

"Mir. [ Niſes.] In my own Cauſe Il plead' no more, 
but give me leave to intercede for you againſt the hard 
Injunctions of that Habit, Men for my. Fault you . 


wear. © 


Ori. Surprizing 1 My greateſt Foe pretends 


to give me Counſel ; but I am too warm upon ſo cool 
a Sub- 


— 
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a Subject. My Reſolutions, Sir, are fix d! but as our 
Hearts were united with the Ceremony of our Eyes, 
ſo I ſhall ſpare ſome Tears to the Separation. [Weeps 
That's all; farewel. 

Mir. And muſt I loſe har? No. [ Runs, and catches 
Ber.] Since all my Prayers are vain, I'll uſe the nobler 
Argument of Man, and force you to the Juſtice you re- 
fuſe; you're mine by Pre- contract: And where's the 
Vow. fo facred to diſannul another? I'll. urge my Love, 
your Oath, and plead my Cauſe . all Monaſtick 
Shifts upon -the Earth. 
Ori Unhand me, Raviſher! Wou'd, you prophane 
theſe holy Walls with Violence? Revenge for all my, 
pat Diſgrace now offers, thy Life ſhou' d anſwer this, 
wou'd L provoke. the Law: Urge me no fanden but 
be gone. 1 


Mir. Inexorable Woman, let me kneel again . 


Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old Mir. Where, . where's: this-Counterfeit, Nun ? 2 

Ori, Madneſs! Confuſion I I'm ruin'd! - 

Mir. What do I hear! [Puts on bis Lad! What did 

you ſay, Sir? 

5077 Mir. I fay ſhe's a S and you may To 
another for ought I know, Sir; I have loſt my Child 
by theſe Tricks, Sir. 

Mir. What Tricks, Sir? *' d 

Oli Mir. By a pretended Trick, Sir. BY 8 
to bring my Son to Reaſon, and it has made him ftark 
mad ; I have loſt him and a thouſand Pound a Vear. 

Mir. [Difeoveri ing bimfcelf. } My dear Father, I'm your 
moſt humble Servant. 

Old Mir. My dear Boy, [ Runs and. kiffes bim1 Wel- 
come ex inferis, my dear Boy, tis all a Tree ſhe's 
no more & Nun than I am. 

Mir. No 

O4 Mir. The Devil a bit- | 

Mir. Then kiſs me again, my dear Dad, for the 
moſt happy * now. moſt. venerable holy 
Siſter. | | Kneels. 

n & ”; 1 Your 
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Y, our Mercy and your Pardin I implore, 
For the Offence of King it r. 


Look e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Advice, 
be a Nun in good earneſt; Women make the beſt Nuns 
always when they can't do otherwiſe. Ah, my dear 
Father, there is a Merit in your Son's Behaviour that 
yoa little think ; the free Deportment of ſuch Fellows 
.as I, makes more Ladies Religions, than all the Pulpits 
in France. 

Ori. O! Sir, how unhappily have you deſtroy'd 
what was ſo near Perfection! He is the Counterfeit 
that has deceiv'd you. 

Old Mir. Ha! Look'e, Sir, J recant, ſhe is a Nun. | 
- Mir. Sir, your humble Servant, then I'm a Fryar 
this Moment. 

Old Mir. Was ever an old Fool ſo banter'd by a Brace 
o'youpg ones; hang you both, you're both Counterfeits, 
and my Plot's ſpoil'd, that's all. 

Ori. Shame and Confuſion, Love, Anger, and Dit 
ent, wil work my Brain to Madneſs. 

[Throws off her Habit. Exit. 

Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they have ſerv d a 
burn for us both, and they ſhall een go off together. 

1 off bis Habit. 


Thus the fick Wretch, when tere Ey Bis Pain, 
And finding all E Hays for Life are vain; 
- hben the Phyſician can no more deſign, 
Then call the other Doctor, the Divine. | 
What Vows to Heaven, wou'd Heaven reſtore his 
Health 
" Fows all to Heaven, his Thoughts, his Actions, Wealth : 
But if reftor'd to Vigour as before, 
His Health refuſes what his Sickneſs ſwore. 
The Body is no ſooner Rais'd and Well, 
But the weak Soul relapſes into Ill; 
"To all its former Swing of Life is led, 
© And leaves its Vows and Premiſes in Bed. | 
2 [Exit, /hrowing away the Habit. 
SCENE 
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SCENE changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe : 8 | Duretete 
with a Letter. 


Dur. [Read, ] 
MY Rudencſs was only a Prof of your * wvhich 
(| I have found ſo agreeable, that I own myſelf pe- 
| nitent, and willing to make any  Reparation upon your 


r HPPA ance * 
* BIS ARR * 5 


:  Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, ah this confirms it ; 
then farewell Gallantry, and welcome Revenge; tis my 
9 - turn now to be upon the Sublime, I'll take her off, III. 


Warrant her. 
: Enter Biſarre. 
Well, Miſtreſs, do you love me! 


Bif. J. As Sir, you wil BER, the Modeſly 


Dur. or what? of a Dancing Devil 
love me, I ſay? | 
Bi. Perhaps I 
Dir, Wg? | 
Biſ. Perhaps I do not. | | 
Das, Ha ! abus again! Death, Woman, I 
B. Hold, hold, Sir, I do, I do! | 
Dur. Confirm it then by your Obedience, tand 
there; and ogle me new, as if your Heart, Blood and 
Soul. were like to fly out at your Eyes Fuſt, the 
direct Surpriſe (She looks full upon him.) Right; next 
the Deux yeux par oblique. (She gives him the fide 
Glance, ) Right; ; now Cepart, and languiſh. {She 
turns from him and looks over her Shoulder. Very” 
well; now. ſigh. (She iht.) Now drop your Fan a 
purpole. ( 935 drops her Fan.) Now take it up again: 
Come, now confeſs your Faults; are not you a proud 
ſay after me. 
25 Proud. 
Dur. Iinpertment. 
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Jo open... SED | 
"Dur. Ridiculous. © ve id 
Bi/. Ridiculous. | | 
Dur. Flart. 
Bi. Puppy. | 
Dur. Zoons ! Woman, don't viorcke- me, we are 
alone, and you don't know but the Devil may - 
me to do you a Miſchief ; aſc my Pardon immedi- 
ately. 
"Bir. I do, Sir, I only miſtook the Word. 
Dur. Cry then ha' you got &er a Handkerchief ? 
Bif. Ves, 8 
Dur. Cry 3 handſomly; cry like a Queen in a 
Tragedy. [She pretending to cry, burſts out @ laughing, 
and enter lauo Ladtes laughing. 
Bif. Ha, ha, ba. . 
Taadies both. Ha, ha, ha. 
Dur. Hell broke looſe upon me, 54 al the Furies 
Ratter'd about my Ears ! Betray'd agam! 
Ul Bi/. That you are upon my as, my Gear 8 3. 
ha, ha. 
Dar. The Lord deliver me. 
„What! Is this the mighty Man with the 
Bull face that comes to frighten Ladies? I long to Tee 
kim angry; come begin. 


. Dur. Ab, Madam, I'm the beft natur'd Fellow in 


che World. 
2 Lach. A Man! We're miſtaken, a Man has Man- 
ners; the aukward Creature i is ſome Tinker's Trull in 
A Periwig. 


* Bi Come, Ladies, let's examine him. 
| (They lay bold on 1 


Dur. Examine! the Devil you wil 


B I'll lay my Life, ſome great Dairy Maid i 


Man's Clothes. 


Dur, They will dot; : lock'e, det Chriſtian 
Women, pray hear me. 


Biſ. Will you ever . a Lady's Honour | a- 
gain ? 
is | * | Dur. 


E 
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Dur, If you pleaſe to let me get away with my Ho- 


nour, I'll do any thing in the World. 


Bi, Will | Yau- perſuade: your Friend , to n 
mine? 5 
Dur Or yes 16: be. ſore. +1 9% 6 OY 
- Bif. And will you do the ſame brine? e 4 M001 
Dur. Dunn me if 1 do, if the Ooaft be: clear. : 
( Runs out... 
Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, the Viſit, Ladies, was critical for 
our Diverſiom; we'll £0 make an end of our Tea. 
's 1 E 
Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. | 
Mir. Your Patience, Sir. I tell' you I won't marry ; 
and tho* you ſend all the Biſhops in France to perſuade 
me, I ſhall never believe their Doctrine againſt their 
Fractice. 2 
Old Mir. But will you diſobey your: Father, Sir? 
Mir. Wou'd my Father have his youthful Sen lie 
Jazing here, bound to a Wife, chain'd like a Monkey 
to make Sport to a Woman, ſubject to her Whims, 
Humours, Longings, Vapours and Caprices, to have 
her one Day pleas'd; to-morrow peeviſh, the next Day 
mad, the fourth rebellious; and nothing but this Suc- 
ceſſion of 1 mpertinence for Ages together. Be mercifal, 
Sir, to your own Fleſh and Blood. 
Old Mir, But, Sir, did not I bear all this, why ſhould 
not-you? 5 
Mir. Then you think that Marriape, like Treaſon; . 
ſhould attaint the whole Body; pray conſider, Sir, is it 
reaſonable becauſe you throw yourſelf down from 
one Story, that I muſt caſt myſelf headlong from the 
Garret Window? You wou'd compel me to that State, 
which I have heard you curſe yourſelf, when my 
Mother and yo * 3 it for a wry Week o- ' 
gether.” 
Old Mir. Never 8 once, you d ane that Wile 
when ſhe long'd for fix Flanders Mares: Ay, Sir, then 
ſhe was breeding of you, which ſhew'd What an Fen 
live Dos. : owe have of you, FEE 
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Enter: Date 
Well Petit, how does ſhe now ? 

Pet. Mad, Sir, con Pompos————Ay, Mr. Mirabel, 
you'll believe that l ſpeak Truth, now when I confeſs 
that I have told you hitherto nothing but Lyes ; our 
Jeſting is come to a ſad Earneſt, ſhe's downright di- 


firacted. 
Enter Biſarre. | 

Bi Where is this mighty Victor! The great 
Exploit is done; go triumph in the Glory of your Con- 
queſt, inhuman, barbarous Man! O Sir, (Io the old 
Gentleman) your wretched Ward has found a tender 
Guardian of you, where her young Innocence expected 
Protection, here has ſhe found her Ruin, 

Old Mir. Ay, the Fault is mine, for I believe that 
Rogue won't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch another 
diſobedient Son as his Father did. I have done all 
I can, Madam, and now can do no more than run mad 
for Company. (Cries. 


Amber Dugard with his 3 drawn. 
_ Dog. Away ! Revenge, Revenge. 
Ola Mir. Patience, Patience, Sir. 
(0% Mirabel holds . 
Bob, draw, a . © Alde. 
Dug. Patience! The Commby Virtae, and the brave: 
Man's Failing, when thus provok'd— Villain! 
Mir. Your Siſter's Frenzy ſhall excuſe your Madneſs; 
and to ſhew my Concern for what ſhe ſuffers, I'll bear. 
the Villain from her Brother. Put up your Anger 
with your Sword ; I have a heart like yours, that ſwells. 
at an Affront l but melts at an Injury given; 
and if the lovely Oriana's Grief be ſuch a moving Scene, 
"twill find a Part within this Breaſt, perhaps as tender as 
a Brothers. | 
Dug. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for hay Grief, 
endeavour to remove it. There, there, behold an 
Odject that's infective; I cannot view her, but I am as 
mad as ſhe: (Buter Oriana mad, held by two Maids, 


„ 
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Take heed, it comes now 


jur'd Creature? 
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ewho put her in a Chair.) A Sifter that my dying Parents 


| left, with their laſt Words and og, to my Care. Sif-: 
ter, deareſt Siſter. { Goes to her. 


Old Mir. Ay, poor Child, poor Child, d'ye know. 
me? 


Ori. You! ! You are Amadis de Gaul, Sir; Oh ! 


oh my Heart! Were you never in Love, fair Lady? 


And do you never dream of Flowers and Gardens? 
Il dream of walking Fires, and tall Gigantick Sights. 
What's that ? Pray 
ſtand away: I have ſeen that Face ſure. —— How 
light my Head is os 
Mir. What piercing Charms has. 3 ev'n in, 
Madneſs ! theſe ſudden Starts of undigeſted Words ſhoot 


thro' my Soul, with more perſuaſive Force than all the 


ſtuddy'd Art of labour'd Eloquence. Come, Madam, 
try to repoſe a little. 


Ori. I cannot; for J muſt be up to go to Church, 


and I muſt dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be fo 


fine, to meet my Love. Hey ho! Will not you 
tell me where my Heart lies bury d? | ; 
Mir. My very Soul is touch'd —Your Hand, my 


Fair. 

Ori. How ſoft and gentle you feel? rh tell 1 your 
Fortune, Friend, i 

Mir. How ſhe ſtares upon me !. 

Ori. You have a flattering Face; but tis a fine one 
I warrant you have five hundred Miſtreſſes 


Ay, to be ſure, a Miſtreſs for every Guinea in his, 


Pocket——Will you pray for me? I ſhall die to-morrow 
And will you ri ng my Paſling-Bell? _ : 

Mir. O Woman, Woman, of Artifice created | whoſe; 
Nature, even diſtracted, has a Cunning: In vain let 
Man his Senſe, his Learning boaſt, when Woman's 
Madneſs over rules his ure Do yoUknow me, in- 


Ori. No, — but you ſhall be my intimate Ac- 
quaintance in e Grave. * 


9 
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Mir. Oh Tears, I muſt believe you; ſure there's 4 
kind of Sympathy in Madneſs ; for even I, obdurate as 
I am, do feel my Soul ſo toſs'd with Storms of Paſſion, 
- that T could cry for help as well as ſie — 

[PF ipes his er 

Ori. What have you loſt your Lover ? No, you mock 
me; I' go home and pray. | 

Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, nit hear me own my- 
Love fo loud, that I may call your Senſes to their” 


Place, reſtore em to their charming happy F unctions, 


and reinſtate myſelf into your Favour. 

Bi, Let her alone, Sir, tis all too late; the trem- 
bles, hold her, her Fits grow- ſtronger by her talking ; ; 
don t trouble her, ſhe don't know you, Sir. 

Old Mir. Not know him! what then! ? ſhe loves to 
ſee him for all that. b 


Enter Duretete. 


Dur. Where are you all? What the Devil! 4 Maat 
choly, and T here! Are ye ſad, and ſuch a ridiculous 
Subject, ſuch a very good Jeſt among you as I am? 

ir. Away with this Impertinence ; this is no place 
for Bagatel: I, have murder'd my Honour, deſtroy'd a 
Lady, and my defire of Reparation is comè at length 
— oce there, , 
Dur. What ails her? 
Mir. Alas, ſhe's mad. 5 
Dur. Mad! doſt wonder at that? By this Light, h 
they're all ſo; they're cozening mad; they're brawl- 
ing mad ; they're prond mad; I juſt now came from 
a whole World of mad Woman, that had almoſt- 
What, i is the dead? © agen 

fir. Dead ! Heav'ns forbid. © 

Hur. Hei gg further it; for till they be as cold as 
a Key, there's no truſting them; you're never ſure 
that a Woman's in earneſt, till ſhe is nail'd in her Coffin. 
Shall I talk to her? Are you mad, Miſtreſs apts 

Bi/. What's that to you, Sir? Mabe, 
Dar. Oons, Madam, are you there? [Runs of. 


Mir. 
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Mir. Away, thou wild Buffeon; how, poor and mean 
this Humour now appears? His Follies and my on 
I here diſclaim ; this Lady's Frenzy has reſtor'd my 
Senſes, and was ſhe perfect now, as once ſhe was (be- 
fore you all I ſpeak it) ſhe ſhould be mine; and as ſhe 
is, my Tears and Prayers ſhall wed her. 

Dug. Boy happy had this Declaration been ſome 
Hours a 

Bay. g ſhe beckofs to you, and waves us to go of ; 
come; come, let's leave em. 
UE. omnes, but Mir. and Ori. 
on. Oh, Sir. 


Mir. Speak my charming Angel, if your dear Senſes 

have regain'd their Order; ſpeak, Fair, and bleſs, me 
with the News, 
Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunning of my Sex, that 
happy co unterfeited Frenzy that has reſtor'd to my 
poor labouring Breaſt the deareſt, beſt belov d of 
Men. 

Mir. Tune all ye Spheres, your Inſtruments of Joy, 
and carry round your Spacious Orbs, the happy Sound 
of Oriana's Health; her Soul, whoſe Harmony was 
next to yours, is now in Tune Ws NO "IRR 
Fair has _Y the Fool. 


o y * 


Sbe Was 75 mad to, FAM ey PRO web”: 


 Tawas fo mad to pawn my Liberty: 713 < 
But now we both are well, and 2 are free. [2 


Ori. How: Sir, Free 3 
Mir. As Air, my dear Bedlamite ; what, marry; a 
Lunatick ! Look” ye my Dear, you have counterfeite 
Madneſs ſo very gt this bout, that you'll, be apt. to 
play the Fool all your Life long — ere, Gente, 


= # i: 11 : 
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_ Monſter ! you won't difgrace me. 
Mir. O my Faith, but I will; here, come in Gentle: 


men.- A Miracle f a Mirage! ! the Woman' 5 425 
ꝑoſſeſs d, the Devil's vaniſtf'd, 


8 7 . 
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Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 
Old Mir. Bleſs us, was ſhe poſiefs'd ? 
Mir. With the worſt of Dæmons, Sir, a Marriage- 
Devil, a horrid Devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be ſurpriz d, 
1 promiſ'd my Endeavours to-cure your Siſter ; no mad. 
Doctor in Chriſtendom, could have done it more effectu- 
ally. Take her into your Charge; and have a care ſhe. 
don't relapſe ; if ſhe ſhould, employ me not again, for 
1 am no more infallible than others of the Faculty; I 
do cure ſometimes. 5 
Ori. Vour Remedy, moſt barbarous Man, will prove 
the greateſt Poiſon to my Health ;, for tho' my former 
Frenzy was but counterfeit, I now ſhall run into a real. 
Madneſs. [Exit ; Old Mir. after. 
. , Dug. This was a Turn beyond my Knowledge; I'm 
fo confus'd, I know.not how to reſent it. [Exit. 
Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have I ſeap'd ? 
Was not I juſt now upon the Brink of Deftruftion? 


Enter Duretete. 


o, my Friend, let me run into thy Boſom ;. no Lark” 
eſeap'd from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, WS. 
with more diſmal Apprehenſion. 4 
Dur. The matter, Man! 5 

Mir. Marriage, Hanging; I was juſt at FO Gallows- 
foot, the running Noofe about my Neck, and the Cart 
wheeling from me. Oh. —1 ſhan' t be myſelf 
this Month again. 

Dar. Did not I tell you ſo? They are all alike,. 
Saints. or Devils ; their counterfeiting can't be reputed 
a Deceit ; for tis the Nature. of the Sex, not their Con- 
trivance. 

Mir. Ay, There $ NO, living here with Security; 
this Houſe is 8 Wh full of Stratagem and Deſign, that 1 muſt: 
abroad again. 

Dur. With all my Heart, I'll bear thee Company, 
my Lad; I'll meet you at the Play; and we'll ſet out 
for Nah to- morrow Morning. 


* 


Mir. 
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Mir. A Match; I'll go pay my nt map of leave 
to my Father preſently. 

Dar. I'm afraid he'll ſtop you. 

Mir. What pretend a Command over me after his 
Settlement of a thouſand Pound a Year upon me No, 
no, he has paſs'd away his Authority with the Convey- 
ance ; the Will of a living Father is chiefly obeyed for- 
the ſake of the dying one. 


What makes the World attend and croud the Great 2 

Hopes, intereſt, and Dependance, make their State: 

Behold the Anti Chamber fill'd with Beaux, 

A Horſe's Levee throng'd with Courtly CrowWs. 

Tho" grumbling Subjects make the Crown their ſport, 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Court. 
Dependance, ev'n a Father's Sway ſecures, 

For tho? the Son rebels, the Heir is yours. 


The End of the FOR C T. 


ACT V. 


ST E N E, the Street an the Play-howhes T 
Mirabel and Duretete as coming 1 tbe 


Play. 


Dur. ow d'ye like this Flay ? 
Mir. | lik'd the Company ; the Lady, 4. 


rich Beauty in' the Front-box had my Attention . Thele 


impudent Poets bring the Ladies m5 to e e 
Them, and to kill every body elle. 585 8 


For Deaths upon the $ tage the Ladies ery, 
But ne er mind us that in the Audience die: 


6 de Jnconflont Or, 


- The Poet's Hero ſhould not move their Pain, \ 1 
But they ſhould weep for thoſe their Eyes have lain. 


Sr Houy, 2 did Phyll's inſpire you, with on 

is? | | 
Mir. Ten times more; the Play-houſe is the Ele. 
ment of Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty; the 
Ladies, methinks, have a more inſpiring triumphant 
Air in the Boxes than any where elſe, they ſit com- 
manding on their Thrones with all their Subject -flaves 
about them: Their beſt Clothes, beſt Looks, ſhining 
e ſparkling Eyes, the Treaiure of the World in 

a Ring. Then there's ſuch a hurry of Pleaſure to 
9 us z the Buſtle, Noiſe, Gallantry, Equipage, 

arters, Feathers, Wigs, Bows, Smiles, Ogles, Love, 
Muſick, and Applauſe: I con'd wiſh. that my whole 
Life long were — firſt Night of a new Play 

Dur. The Fellow has quite nt this Journey; have 
you beſpoke Foſt- Horſes + | 

Mir. Grant me but three W a Captain, one 
to diſcoyer the . one to unfold myſelf, and onę to 
—_— me- happy ; and "then I'm yours to the "World" 

Dur. Eaſt thou the Impudence to promiſe thy elf : a 
Lady of her Figure and Quality in ſo ſhort a time? 

Mir. Yes, Sir I have-a confident Addreſs, no 
diſagreeable Felon, and hve hundred Lewidores in my 
Pocket. 

Dur. Five LEARY 8 ' ag a'n't At ? 

"Mir. I tell you, ſhe's warth five thouſand; one of 
her black Brillant Eyes is worth a Diamond as big as 
her Head. I compar'd her Necklace with her Looks, 
and the living ada out- ron the dead ones by a 
Million. 

Dar. But you have own'd to me, that abating Orianas 
Pretenſions to Marriage, you lov'd her POT then 
how can you wander at this rate? | 1 


J 
” 
* 
— 
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Mir. L long' d for a Partridge t'other Day off the King's 
Plate, but d'ye think, Serunt 1 N not have' Wy! * 
muſt eat nothing; - © 1 
Dur. Prithee, Mirabel; be deer y wann ith 
ber what narrow ſcapes you have had abroad by fol- 
lowing Strangers; you forget your” Leap out of the 
Carteſan 's Window at Bologna, to {ave pony fine Ring 
there. 
—_ My Ring's a Trifle, there's nothing we pos. 
ſeſs comparable to what we defire————be ſhy*of a 
Pourd barefac'd in the. Front. Box With a Woufaut 
me” in a Jewels about ue Neck 1 For ange, n. 


F134 Av R > bf 

et 

Enter Oriana in Bey . b a + Later % 
Ori. Is your Name, Mirabel, Sr! eh een 
"Mir. Fes, Sun 5 1 . 63A 

Ori. A Letter from your Unele i in ee 5 
beten, te Liter 


* 


* = Eng » * a 7 1 * 
„* 


Mir. Sead n eee LS 
H Bearer is _—_ Sor wo Ponte Serkan 
1 wo Hing for bis Religion, left nt ih Chur. of 
this Youth, [a pretty boy.] He's fond of ſome handſome 
Service that may aford him rs : # ou 


gl Care of bin wy ently. Les 


Feen e 8 
Has't a wit to e Child? e OUBILCEE 

Ori. Tis my Delite,! 'Sir ; T word abe pleay' to ere 
a Traveller in any Capacity. 1 IBLE e ee 

Mir. A hopeful Inclination; you ſhall along, with me 
into ral, as my Page. 

Dur. I. don't think it ſafe; the Rogue's [Noife inh. 
out] too handſome -- Irbe — 80 "one "ſl Lane 


of the Ladies come this w ne 


Enter Lamorce, viek her Train born up by a Page. | 
Mir. Duretete, the very Dear, Nr She. 8 
Dur. And what then? e 


— r 7 ; — 
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Dar. And what then, Sir ? 
Mir. Then! Why, ——Look'e, Siuah, the firſt piece 
of Service I put upon you, is to follow that __ s Coach, 


and bring me word where ſhe hves. 
| [To Oriana | 
On, I don't know the Town, Sir, ; and am afraid of 
loſing myſelf. 
Mir. Pihaw. 


Lam. Page, what's become of all my People? 
Page. I can't tell, Madam, I can ſee no ſign eee 
Ladyſhip s Coach. 

Lam. That Fellow is got into his old Pranks, and 
fall'n drunk ſomewhere ; none of the Footmen there a 

Page. Not one, Madam, 

* Pra Theſe Servants are the Plague of our ade 
what ſhall I do ? 

Mir. By all my Hopes, Sek pumps for me; now 
Daretete for a piece of Gallantry. 0 

Dur. Why you won't ſure? 

Mir. Won't, Brute! Let not your Servants Ne- 
glect, Madam, put your Ladyſhip to any Inconveni- 
ence, for you can't be diſappointed of an Equipage 
whilſt mine waits below; and wou'd you honour the 
Maſter ſo far, he would be —_ to pay his Atten- 
dance. 

Dur. Ay, to be ſure. dfide. 

Lan Sir, I won't preſume to be troubleſome, for | 


my Habitation is a great Way off. 


Dar. Very true, Madam, and he's a little md. | 
beſides, Madam, a Hackney- Coach will do as well, 
Madam. 

Mir. Rude Beaſt, be quiet! [To Daretete.) The far- 
ther: from home, Madam, the more occaſion you have 
for a Guard— pray, hang 7 | 

Lam. Lard, Sir. + [ He ſeems 10 preſs, [he to. 

decline it, in dumb fhew. 

Dur. Ah! The Devil's in his Impudence ; now he 
wheedles, ſhe ſmiles ; he flatters, ſhe. ſimpers; he 
ſwears, ſhe believes; he's a Rogue, and. ſhe's a W 
in a Moment. 


Mir. 


, ode Oo 
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Mir. Without there! my Coach; Duretete, wiſh me 
Joy. [Hands the Lady out. 

Dur. Wiſh you a Surgeon ! Here you little Picard, 
go follow your Maſter, and he'll lead * +294 

Ori. Whither, Sir? 

Dur. To the Academy, Child: tis the Faſhion wich. 
Men of Quality to teach their Pages tou: Exerciſes 
go. 

Ori. Won't you go 5 kim too, Sit that Woman 
may do him ſome harm, I don't like her. 

on © Dur. Why, how now Mr. Page, do you tart up to 

give Laws of a ſudden; do you pretend to riſe at 
Court, and diſapprove the Pleaſure of your Betters: 
Locke, Sirrah, if ever you wou'd riſe by a great 

ö Man, be ſure to be with him in his little Actions, and, 
as a Step to your Advancement, follow your Maſter 
immediately, and make it your N chat he 122 to a 

"+ Bawdy-Houſe., _ 64 | 

Ori. Heav'ns forbid. Init. 
Dur. Now wou'd I fooner take a Cart in Compa- 
ny of the Hangman, than a Coach with that Woman: 
| What a ſtrange Antipathy have I taken againſt theſe 
Creatures; a Woman to me is Averſion upon Aver- 
ſion, a Cheeſe, a Cat, a Breaſt of Mutton, the fqueel- 
„ing of Children, the un of Rains ang: the en 

of a Candle. | | 


: * 


SCE N E a a handſune . 


8 Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. | | 
Lam. To convince me, Sir, that your Service was 
ſomething more than good Breeding, pleaſe to lay out 
an Hour of your Company upon my Deſire, 85: 700 
have already upon my Neceffity: 
| Mir. Your Deſire, Madam, has enly a my 
Requeſt: my Hours! Make em yours, Madam, Ele- 
ven, Twelve, One, Two, n and _ that _ 
to thoſe happy Minutes. 
Lam. But I muſt trouble you, * to difmis your 
E e becauſe an Equipoge at wy Door, at this 
time 
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are, and what we think of one another. 


time of Night, will not be conſiſtent with my Repu- 
tation. 

Mir. aber Madam, all but one little Boy-— 
Here, Page, order my Coach: and Servants home, and 


do you ſtay; tis a fooliſh Country Boy, that knows | 


nothing but Innocence. 

+ Lam. Innocence, Sir:! I ſhould be ſorry if you made 
any ſiniſter Conſtructions of my Freedom. - 
Mir. O Madam, I muſt not pretend to remark upon 
any my s F reedom, — n entirely” forfeited my 
own.” 

Lam. Well, Six, 'rwere convenient towards our eaſy 
Correſpondence, that we enter' d into a free Confidence 
of each other, by a mutual Declaration of what we 
— Now, 


Sir, what are you? : 
Mir. In three Words, —— am a 88 
man, I have five hundred Pound | in wo: Pocket, and a 


clean Shirt on. 


Lam. And your Name is 


1 Mir. Muftapha ——Now, Madam, the Inventory 
- of your Fortunes. | 


Lam. My Name is Lianne 3 my Birth noble; I was 
marry*d young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, imperious 
Fellow; the Huſband ſpoiled the Gentleman; z/ Crying 
ruin'd my Face, *till at laſt I took Heart, leap'd out of a 
Window, got away to my Friends, ſu'd my 'Tyrant, and 
recover'd my Fortune I lived from fifteen to 
twenty to pleaſe a Huſband ; from twenty to forty I'm 
reſolv'd to pleaſe myſelf, and from: mn upwards PI 
humour the World. 

Mir. The charming wild Notes of A Bird broke out 
of i ns: Cage. « 

Lam. I mark's you at the: Play, * leg I 
ſaw of 'a-well-furniſh'd, careleſs, agreeable Tour a- 
bout you. Methought your Eyes made their man- 


nerly Demands with ſuch - an arch d. fe. that I 
rr r rang? es 85 
nd n e 
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for Dinner, Soop for Supper, 
| n Bu here's Variety. 


Mir. Ha, Is ha, L rejoice in yous Rome i | 
with all my Heart. 

Lam. O, now 1 think ow't, Mr. Muſtapha, you evo 
got the fineſt Ring there, I cou'd ſcarcely believe it right; 
pray let me ſee it. 

Mir. Hum! Yes, Madam, tis, 'tis right but, 
but, but, but, it was given me by my Mother, an 
old F amily Ring, Deen an old- faſhion'd Family» 
Rin 

by, rot Ay, Sir If you can entertain yourſelf 


with a Song for a Moment, Flt wait on yo e 
ately ; come in there. ; 


Enter Singers, 
Call what you pleaſe, Sir. 


Mir. The new Song ile Phillis E Fei 


$ONG. 


a Certainly the Stars have been in a ſtrange i 5 8 


mour when I was born Ay, this Night ſhou'd I have 
had a Bride in my Arms, and that I ſhou'd like well 
enough: But what ſhou'd- I have to-morrow Night? The 
ſame. And what next Night? The ſame. And what 
next Night? The very ſame : L for Breakfaſt, Soo 
wt for: break 


I love the F. air auh freely gives * 33 

. That's mine by Ties of Nature, not of Art; 
Who baldly owns whate'er her Thoughts indite, 
Aud is tos modeſt for a Hypecrite. . 


2 appears at the Door; as be runs ola 


i * vl four Braves Hep in 9 & Ber, He" ws, 
ac 


Bhe comes, ſhe comes——-Hum, veal 


Murder'd, murder'd to be ſure! The curſed - Strumpet 1 
To make me ſend away my Servants —— no Body 


REAr me ! Thels Cut-throats W make ſure > Wark, 


— 
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What ſhall I do? I have but one way. Are theſe 
Gentiemen your Relations, Madam ? | 
"Law, Yes, Sir. s e 
Mir. Gentlemen your moſt humble R Sir, 
your moſt faithful, yours, Sir, with all my Heart; 
your moſt obedient come, Gentlemen, | Salutes 
no Ceremony, next the 


Lady, pray Sir. 
CIs. Well, Sir, and e like my Friends? 
[They all fit. 

wo 1. ©, Sues the moſt finiſh'd nee 1 


Was never more happy in good Company in my Life; 31 


ſuppoſe, Sir, you have travell'd ? 


1 Bra. Ves, Sir. 

Mir. Which way, may I preſume ? 

1. Bra. In a Weſtern Barge, - Sir. 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, 1 _ 3 facetious protty Gen 
tleman ! 

Lam. Ha, ha, ha; Sir, you have got the prettieſt 


Ring upon your Finger there 
Mir. Ah! Madam, tis at your Service with all my 


Heart. | {Offering the Ring, 

Lam. By no Means, Sir, a Family-Ring ! 

: SIT; actes it. 
"Wir. N Matter, Madam. Seven hundred Pound, 

bs ie. 8 . [Hf 


2 Bra, Pray, Sir, what's a Clock ? 

Mir. Hum! Sir, I have left my Watch at home. 

2 Bra. I thought I ſaw the String of it juſt now 
Mir. Ods my Life, Sir, I beg your. Pardon, here it 


15————bnt it don't go. [ Putting it up. 


* O dear Sir, an Eagls Watch! Tonio C 5 


2 D' ye ke it, Madam no Ceremony — 
tis at your Service with all my Heart and Soul 


| Tompion's| Hang ye. [ Afade. 


I Bra. But, Sir, above all Things, I 2dmire the 
Faſhion and Make of your Sword-hilt. | 
Mir. I'm mighty glad you like it, Sir. 

1 3 Will you part with it, Sir Þ Ct 


Mir. 


Mir, 
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Mir. Sir, I won't ſell it. 5 3 
1 Bra. Not {ell it, Sir! 


Mir. No, Gentlemen, but Tu beſtow it t with, 
all my Heart. (Offering, its 

1 Bra. O, Sir, we ſhall rob you. 

Mir. That you do [I'll be Ee [Afi] I have, | 
another at home, pray, Sir, Gentlemen Mes 
too modeſt, have I any thing elſe. that you fancy? 
Sir, will you do me a Favour? [To the 1 Bravo.] I; m 
extremely in love with that Wig which you wear, will 
you do me the Favour to change with me? 

1 Bra. Look'e, Sir, this is a Family-Wig, and 4h 
wou'd not part with it, but if you like it 

Mir. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 
[They change Wig mw 

58 Bra. Madam, your moſt humbel Slave. 

x0 ILO, up foppiſhly to the Lady, ſalutes or 

2 Bra. The Fellow's very liberal; ſhall we murder 
him? 

' 1 Bra, What! Let him 'ſcape to We us all f And 
I to loſe my Wig ; no, no! 1 want but a handſome; 
Pretence to quarrel with him, for you know we mult act 
like Gentlemen. Here, ſome Wine ine here. 1 


Sir, your good Health, 
[Pulls Mirabel * ihe N of. 
Mir. Oh! Sir, your moſt humble Servant; a plealant 
Frolick enough, to drink a Man's Health and pull him 
by the Noſe; ha, . ha, ha, the pleantet, . N 
humour'd Gentleman. 3 
Lam. Help the Gentleman to a Glaſs. [Mir. pb meg 
1 Bra. How d'ye- like the Wane, Sir- ? * IA IT" 
Air. Very good of the kind, Sir: But = as 
what; I find we're all inclin'd to be frolickſome, and.. 
I'gad, for my own part, I was never more diſpoſed ta 
be merry; let's make a Night on't, ha! . This 
Wine is pretty, but I have ſuch Burgundy. at home. 
Look'e, Gentlemen, let me ſend for half a dosen 


S 


Flaſks of my Burgundy, I defy France to oh it Ih | 


— vill make us all Life, all Air, pray, Gen- 
demen, 4 
PRE: 2 Bra: 


— 
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2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his Burgundy f , 2 
1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can; 1250 call 

up the Gentleman's Servant 1 think you, 
amore | 

Lam, Yes, yes, your Servant is a fooliſh 
1 Boy, Sir, te underſtands. nothing but Inno- 

nee 
Me. Ay, ay, Madam. Here, page, e 
Oda] take this Key, and go to my Butler, order 
Hm to ſend half a dozen Flaſks of the red Burg undy, 
mark d a thouſand ; and be ſure you make haſte, I 
long to entertain 89 Friends here, my very 1 
Friends 

OQmmes. Ah, des Sir! on 1 

1 Bra, Hear, Child, take a Glaſs of Wine — 
Your Maſter and I have chang'd Wigs, Honey, in a 
Frolick. —— Where 1 chis * 10 honeſt | 
 Muftapha ? © 

Ori. Muſftapha ! | TT 

Mir. Out of Picard this is the firſt find 
He has made for me, and if he does it right, 1 1 en- 
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courage him. 
- Orz. The red Burgundy, Sir. 
Mir. The red, mark'd a thouſand, eee 
en 5 8 be 3 5 L. 
1 Bra. Sir, you were pleas'd to my Wig, have 
you any Fancy for my Coat ———- ie my Wi, it 


tka great many honeſt Gentlemen very faith-. 
Mir. Not ſo faithfully, for Fm afaid\it has got a 
vrvy Trick of leaving all its Maſters in Neceſlity.——— 

| lnſblence of theſe Dogs 1 is * n . 


| LOS 
EYE "You're melancholy, Sie. þ $3.45 W_ 
Mi, Only concern'd, Madam, that 1 ſhou'd have | 
5d b ee 5 but this little Boy———he'll make - 
enfounded Blunder, Pll lay my Bife on't, I 


= * * 9e Uni- 
W 8 5 
bs Lan, 
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High. Road. 
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Ton. Hell do well enough, Sir ; but Supper's ready, 
will you pleaſe to eat a Bit, Sir? 0 

Mir. O, Madam, 1 never had a better Stomach in 
my Life. +. 
; * Come dene have vothiog but a Plate 
of Soo 
Mir Ah! The Marriage · Sop L con- d A 0 with 
now. [A ſide.] [ Exit, handing the Lady. 
2 Bra. That Wig won't fall to your Share. | 


1 Bra. No, no, we'll{ettle that after l in the 


mean time the Gentleman ſhall wear it. 


2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him? 1 

3 Bra. To be ſure. I think he knows me. 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales; I wonder 
at the Impudence of the Zng/7 ; Rogues, that will hazard 
the Meeting a Man at the Bar that they have encounter d 


upon the Road! I ha'n't the Confidence to look a Man 


in the Face after I have done him an n. therefore 
we'll murder him. | Exeaunt. 


SCENE changes to Old haber, Horſe 


$285 of | Enter Duretete. 4 

Dur. My. Friend has forſaken me, I have. TAE OM 
my Miſtreſs, my Time lies heavy on my Hands, and 
my Money burns in my Pocket————But now I thinks. 
on't, my Myrmidons are upon Duty to-night ;_ I'll fairly 


ſtrole down to the Guard, and nod away the Night wich 


my honeſt Lieutenant over a Flaſk of Rs a Rakehelly. 
Story, and a Pipe of Tobacco. 
: [S off Bil. meets bun. 

- Bi. Who comes e ? ſtand! 

Dur. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd Dragoon. 

Biſ. Look'e, Sir, I'm told you intend to rravel again. 

I defign to wait on you as far as Ztaty, 

Dur. Then I'll travel into Wales. 

Biſ. Wales ! What Country's that? 45 

Dur. The Land of Mountains, Child, da 1 3 1 
never out of the way, cauſe there's no ſuch thing as a 


PPE Bil. 


— 


as 76 ts Tnconftant : 


- Bi. Rather — in a High. 57 a you travel | 
| all upon Hills ; but be't as it will, I' jog * | 
| with you. | 
Dur. But we intend to ſail to the Eaſt- Indies. J 
"Bi. Baſt and Weſt, tis all one to me; I'm tight F 
150 light, and the fitter for ſailing. ; 
= Dar: But ſuppoſe we take thro' Germany, and drink 
hard. 1 
| - Biſ. Suppoſe I take thro? Germany, and drink harder 
n ub. 
= Suppoſe I go to a Bawdy- houſe.” 
Bi/. Suppoſe I ſhew you the way. 
Dur. "death, Woman; will you go to the Guard 
Weh me, and ſmoke a Pipe? | 
i Bi. Allons donc! 
Dar. The Devil's in the Woman; esl 1 1 
1 bang myſelf. | 
*Bif. There I'll leave you. 
Dur. And a happy riddance, the Gallows is wel- 
| come. 
Ba. Hold, hold, Sir [Catches him by his Arm going) 
one word before we part. 
Dur. Let me go, Madam, or I ſhall think that 4 
og * re a Man, and perhaps may examine you. 1 
Biſ. Stir if you dare; I have ſtill Spirits to attend I 
me; and can raiſe ſuch a muſter of Fairies as ſhall 23 
| puniſh you to death Come, Sir, ftand there 
vdo and ogle me: [He frowns upon her.) Now a lan- 
Fl guſhing Sigh! [He groans.) Now run and take my 
Pan, —— — faſter. [He runs and takes it up.) Now 
| play with it handſomely. 
a Dar. Ay, a He tears it all in pieces. 
Bi. Hold, hold, dear humorous Coxcomb ; Captain, 
ſpare my Fan, and III Why, you rude, inhuman 
Monſter, don't you expect to pay for this? g ä 
Dur. Ves, Madam, there's Twelve Pence; for that 
is the Price on't. 
Bi, Sir, it coſt a Guinea. 
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Der. Wen, Madam, you ſhall have the Sticks again. 

Iro them to ler, aud Exit. 
B. Ha, 10 10 ridiculous below my Concern. 1 
muſt follow him however, to know if he can give me 
any N n of Oriana. i OY 


7 0 fy ry 


' SCENE changes to Lamorce's Laber. * 
* * 
Enter Mirabel e 1 
i tht. Hell-hounds, 1 ere Mee yOu — 
Was din I two Hours ago the happy, gay, rejdieing 
Mirabel? How did I plume my Hopes in a fair 
coming Proſpect of a long Scene of Years ? Life court- 
ed me with all the Charms of Vigour, Vouth, and 
Fortune; and to be torn away from all my promiſed 
Joys is more than Death; the Manner too, by Vil- 
lains. O my Oriana, this very Moment might 
have bleſs'd me in thy Arms ! and my poor Boys the 
innocent Boy !—— Confuſion ! — But haſh, they vome: 
I muſt diſſemble ſtill No News of my OY: ens 
tlemen ? | 
| ; Reer ho Fon Bravoes. 100 

1 Bra. No, Sir, I believe your Country- Booby has 
loſt himſelf, and we can wait no longer fort 
True, Sir, you're a pleafant ren, but 1 ii 
you underſtund our Buſineſs. - 

Mir. Sir, I may go near to ol at your Employ- ; 
ments; you, Sir, are a Lawyer, I preſume, you a Phy- 
fician, you a Scrivener, and you's Stock-Jodver, — 
All Cut-throats, I. gad. {[Afeae. 

. 4 Bra. Sir, I am a Broken Officer; J was caſhier d 
at the Head of the Army for a Coward: S0 I tool up 
the Trade of Murder to retrieve the Reputation: of - * 
Courage. 

3 Bra. Tm Sehdier too, mid werd ferve'ny Kia 
but I don't like the Quarrel, and I have. more Honour 
than to Fight in a bad Cauſe. | 4 of 

2 Bra. I was bred a Gentleman, ad dure io Bilate, 
but I muſt have my Whore-and my _— thro' the 


* * Education. 


D 3 I Pra. 
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I BY I 
1 Bra. I am a Ruffian too, by. the Prejudice of Edu. 
cation, I was bred a Butcher In ſhort, Sir, if your 
Wine had come, we might have trifled a little longer. 
ne” 7 —Come, Sir, which Sword will you fall by ? mine, 
- Sie? 


2 Bra. Or mine? . 
A ͤ ( i. laxaaus. 
4 Bra. Or mine? 5 Laco. 
Mir. I ſcorn to beg my Life; but to be butcher'd 
thus! O there's the Wine: —— this Moment 
for eee wok Lite or Death, ; ; 
| 7 4 Baer Oriana. | 
Loft for ever loſt! Where's the Wine, Child ? 


aint. 
on. Coming up, Sir. [Stamps.] oy _ 


. Duretete with his Sauord drawn, and fix of the 
grand Muſqueteers with their Pieces preſented, the 
' _ Ruffians drop their Swords. [Oriana goes off. 
Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine. Youth, Plea- 
fare, F ortune, Days and Years, are now my own 
apain. Ah, my dear Friends, did not I tell you 
this Wine wou'd make me merry ?—— Dear Captain, 
theſe Gentlemen are the beſt-natur , een wur 
Creatures N ever you knew. 


. 
| 4 
179 


| 25 Enter 3 

li 8 Is the Wine come, Sir ? 

| Mir. O yes, Madam, the Wine is come—ſee there 
il Pointing to the Soldiers ) Your Ladyſhip has got a ** 
nne Ring upon your Finger. 

Tam. Sir, tis at your Service. 

Mir. O ho! is it ſo ? Thou dear ſeven hundred Pound, 
thou'rt welcome home again, with all my Heart 
Ad's my Life, Madam, you have got the fineſt bal 
ach there] Tompion's, I preſume, 

12 Sir, you may wear it. 


* 
* " 
I Mi- | 
1 - : 1. 
| , — 1 
* 
* 
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Mir. O, Madam, by no means, tis too much 
Noob you of all! (Taking it from her.) Good dear 
Time, thou'rt a precious thing, I'm glad I have retriev d 
thee: (Putting it up.) What my Friends neglected 
all this while! Gentlemen, you'll pardon my Com- 
plaiſance to the Lady. How now — is it civil 
to be ſo out of Humour at my Entertainment, and I fo 
pleaſed with yours? Captain, you're ſurpriz d at all 


this! but we're in our Frolicks, you muſt n 
Some Wine here. 


Enter Servant with Wine. 


| Come. Captain, this worthy Gentleman's Health. 
[ weals the firſt Bravo by the Noſe; be roars. 
But now, where where's my dear Deliverer, my 
Boy, my charming Boy ? 
1 Bra. I hope 35g of our Crew below-ſtairs have 
diſpatch'd him. 

Mir. Villain, what ay l thou? Diſpatch'd ! LI 
have ye all tortur'd, rack'd, torn to Pieces alive, if you 
have touch'd my Boy. — Here, Page! Page; 
Page ! ( Runs out.) 

Dur. Here, Gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe 
Fellows. 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard will 
be very civil to us. | 

Dur. Now for you, Madam ; He, he he. 
I'm ſo pleas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of one 
Woman before I die Well, Miſtreſs Snap- dragon, 
which of theſe honourable Gentlemen is ſo happy to 
call you Wife? : 

1 Bra. Sir, ſhe ſhou'd have been mine to-night, cauſe 
Sampre here had her laſt Night. Sir, ſhe's very true to 
us all four. 85 n 

Dur. Take em to Juſtice. [The Guards carry 

x off the Bravoes, 


Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, Biſarre. $ 
O Mir, Rabin, Robin, where's Bob ? where's my 


** ate wes 
D 4 hn What 


— — — — 


80 De Inconflant + Or, 
What, is this the Lady? a pretty Whore, faith ?—Heark'e 
Child, becauſe my Son was fo civil as to oblige you with 
a Coach, Pl treat you with a Cart, indeed I will. 
| Due. Ay, Madam,——and you ſhall have a ſwin- 
RTE three or four thouſand F ootmen at * 
Heels at leaſt 

Dur. No leſs weben be Many UN 

© Bi. Favgh! the Monſter! fr 
ok — Monſter ay, you're all a little monſtrous, le 
me tell you. 

Enter Mirabel. 5 

Ol Mir. Ab, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe, Man? 

Mir. No, no, Sir, I'm ruin'd, the Saver of my Life 

is loſt. 

Ola Mir. No, no, he came and brought us the News. 
Mir. But where is he? Eater Oriana.] Ha! 

Run and embruces ber) My dear Preſerver, what ſhall 
I do to recompence your 'T ruſt ? Father, Friends, 
Gentlemen, behold the Youth that bas reliev'd me from 
the moſt ignominious Death, from the ſcandalous Poi- 
nards of theſe bloody Ruffians, where to have falln 
wou'd have defam'd my Memory with vile Reproach. 
————= My. Life, Eſtate, my All, is due to ſuch 
a Favour. — Command me Child ; before you 
al, — le" © kind indulgent Stars, 1 Tear 
to grant whate'er you aſx. 

Gri. To the ſame Stars indulgent now to me, 1 will 
appeal as to the Juſtice of my Claim; I ſhall demand 
but what was mine er juſt Performance of 


your Contract to * 
[ Diſcovering 22 


On. Oriansa | 
Ori. In this Big 1 reſolv'd to follow you abroad, 
counterfeited that Letter that got me into your Service; 
and ſo, by this ſtrange turn of Fate, I became the 
Inſtrument of your Preſervation ; few common Servants 
wou'd have had ſuch Cunning ; My Love inſpir'd me 
with the Meaning of your Meſſage, cauſe my * 
for your Safety made me ſufpe& your Company, * * 1 
Hur. Mirabel, you're canght. 3 


Mor. 


: 
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Mir. Caught! I ſcorn the Thought of Impoſition, 
the Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex I have de- 
ſpis'd, and broke thro? all Contrivance. Caught! No, 
tis my voluntary Act; this was no human Stratagem, 
but by my providential Stars defign'd to ſnew the Dan- 
gers wandring Youth incurs by the Purſuit of an un- 
lawful Love, to plunge me headlong in the Snares of 
Vice, and then to free me by the Hands of Virtue: 
Here, on my Knees, I humbly, beg my fair Preſerver's 
Pardon; my Thanks are Needleſs, for myſelf I owe. 
And now for ever do proteſt me yours. 5 

Old Mir. Tall, all di dall. (Sings) Kiſs me, Daugh- 
ter —no, you ſhall kiſs me firſt, (Jo Lamorce) for 
you're the Cauſe ont. Well, Biſarre, what fay you to 
the Captain ? | 7 CEE ie 

Bif. I like the Beaſt well enough, but I don't under- 
ſtand his Paces ſo well as to venture him in a Strange 
Road. | 080 

Old Mir. But Marriage is ſo beaten a Path that you 
can't go wrong. = | e ee 

Bi. Ay, tis ſo beaten that the Way is ſpoil'd. 

Dur. There is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy 
Huſband I cou'd marry thee to-day for the Pri- 
vilege of beating thee to-morrow. b 
Old Mir. Come, come, you may agree for all this: 
Mr. Dugard, are not you pleas'd with this ? io 
| Dug. So pleas'd, that if I thought it might ſecure 
your Son's Affection to my Siſter, I wou'd double her 
Fortune. x | ee 

Mir. Fortune! has not ſhe given me mine? my 
Life, Eſtate, my All, and what is more, her virtuous 
ſelf. —— Virtue, in this ſo advantageous Light, has her 
own ſparkling Charms, more tempting far than glit- 
tering Gold or Glory. Behold the Foil (Pointing to 
Lamorce) that ſets this Brightneſs off! (To Oriana.) 
Here view the Pride (To Oriana) and Scandal of the Sex. 
(To Lam.) There (To Lam.) the falſe Meteor, whoſe 
deluding Light leads Mankind to Deſtruction. Here 
(To Oriana) the bright ſhining Star that guides to a 
Security of Happineſs, a Garden and a fingle 775 

— | 7 
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(To Oriana) as our firſt Father's Bliſs; the Taber 
(To Lam.) and to wander, was his Curſe, 


What Liberty can be fo; tempting . {To Lam ) 
4 « Aft, virtuous, . bere ? (To Gras. 


N 7s End of the fifth ACT. 


— POE REN 
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"SONG: By SST. A 
Set by Mr. — 7 8 


+ | 
Reer, Catia "tis not in our Power + 
To tell born long our Lives may 1 
ta love this very Hour, 34 
ve loſt tos much in aubat is paſt, 


3 
Fer fince the Power ae all obey, 
Has in M0 your Breaſt my Heart confers, 


my Body to it lay, - 
Vain ain ye __ what Nature join 4 
wy N 8 8 
* 
i 
AY 


EPILOG U K, 


Wrincn by "Nathaniel Rowe, "Bly ; 
REL ſpoken by Mr. Vi 1. 


YT Rom Fletcher*s great Original to-day 
F We took the Hint of this aur Modern Play : 7 
ur Author, from his Lines, has ſfirove to paint 
A witty, wild, inconflant, free Gallant : | 
With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, | 
With Lan and auith Seftneſs. fram'd to awe, 
With little rich, but with a World of Love, 
Such Forms on Maids in Morning-Slumbers walt 
When Fancy firſt inſtruch wine, Hearts to beat," (yet. 
When firſt they wiſh, and figh for what — not 
Frown not, qe Fair, ts b your Lovers 1 
Reach your cold Hearts by ſame — Way 3 
Let Villeroy" 's Misfortune make you 
There's Danger flill in Darkeeſe ant 3 3 
Tho* from his Rampart he defy'd/ the Foe, 
Prince Eugene found an Aquedu#t below. 
With eaſy Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, 
A preſſing Lover ſeldom wants Succeſs : 
Whilſt the Refpettful, like the Greek, fits down 
And waſtes a ten Year's Siege before one Town. 
For her own ſake, let no forſaken Maid, 
Our Wanderer, for want of Love, upbraid ; 


84 EPILOGUE. 

Since tis à Secret, none ſhou'd e er confeſs, . 

That they hae loft the happy Pow'r to pleaſe.  _ 

4 you —— the Rogue inclin d to break, 7 2 
Break finſt, and ſwear yon ve turn d him off a W n 

As Princes, when they reſty $ tateſmen doubt, 

Before they can ſurrender, turn 'em out. _ 

What'er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 

And much even for Inconflancy be ſaid. wad 

Let the good Man for Marriage- Rites defign'd, 

With fludious Care, and Diligence of Mind, c 

Turm over every Page of Womankind; 

Mark every Senſe, —— how the Readings vary, | 

And, when 5 knows ag BN on fr 4.4 marry. 


wy 


